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ALL RIGHTS SECURED OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST. 











S001 0000000000002 | THE ANONYMOUS LETTER. ' 


A Manila detective, with a faint 

* | smile, removed his eyes from the wor- 
Liqueur 

\ 

Peres Chartreux 5. 


ried young man. 
“My first suspicions were correct, 
GREEN AND YELLOW 


sir,’’ he said. ‘‘I seen from the start | 
who had written to your lady this here | 
anonymous letter which caused her to 
« ak with you.’’ | 

‘‘Then who was it?’’ the young man 
names *““Scoundrel that he is! 
Such lies! Me ge tting drunk and as- 
saulting my father! Me wrecking the 
| Rome of’ 

‘“*Calm yourself, sir,’’ the detective 
inte rrupted. ‘* You got a shock to bear. 
The author of that anonymous letter is 
one very near and dear to you. In fact, 
itis your fiancée herself. She has con- 








| fessed.’ 
**But--but why’’——-the young man 


: rie - in bewilderment. 
There’s always a room on the weather side that 8 


‘*For an excuse to break with you, 
at ’ said the detective gently. ‘‘She 
rot tired of you, and, in order to break 
rn geet ap z hard to heat. 
NS 


The Weather Side 
Of the House 












| off the match without no blame to her- , es? ; ; 
se If, sk a rs itn wo if thia eel re hen a The easy and cheap way to heat this cold room is with the Perfection Oil Heater. 

, — : , 5 It makes no difference how many times the wind changes—you can carry the 
mous letter, Bear up, sir! Don’t take heater from room to room as often as you like. The 


|it to heart! It’s often done. Yes, 
| quite half of the anonymous-letter cases ‘ 
what I investigate turn out to be cases 
|where the recipient of the letter, in 
Oil Heater 


‘order to break with husband or sweet- 
| heart, writ the letter herself.’’—DPhilip- 
pence Gomnp. (Equipped with Smokeless Device) 
HEREDITY. simply can’t smoke or smell — it can’t be turned too high or too 
“You have twice teld me,” sald the fow—the wick can’t climb up when your back is turned like 
the old-fashioned kind. Burns nine hours with one filling. 
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AN ANCIENT benevolent Atlanta man to the wooden- Finished in nickel or Japan. Every heater guaranteed. 
legged mendicant, ‘‘that your leg was 
AND | lost in the Civil War. Now I’m sure} he R. is the safest and best lamp for all- 
|you were too young to enlist at that Ti le Lamp pound heuschess tes. 5h ie samneee 
MODERN ECSTASY ” with the latest improved central draft burner—gives a bright light 
= atsmallcost. Absolutely safe. All parts easily cleaned, Made of 
ow . r brass throughout and nickel plated. Kvery lamp warranted. If you 
At first-class Wine Mer er itels, ¢ Well, sir, I can’t deceive you. You cannot get the Kayo Lamp and Perfection Heater from your dealer, 
Ditjer & ( yy 5 ir _ way, Ne w¥ rk, N. ¥ Be right. It was my father who lost a write to our nearest agency. 
¢ pent i tate 
eer are . eg in the war, anc 1e thing runs in the le 
l tl 1 the tl tl STANDARD OIL, COMPANY 
blood. IL simply inherit it; Iam a/& () (Incorporated) 
2000000000000 00000 wounded veteran by birth.’’——-Atlanta + 








ie Constitution, 


PARTLY RIGHT 


— oaumeeasen 








Now Mr. Mack he said , said he, Hotels and restaurants should have a bottle of 
**A landslide’s sure in sight ” Abbott’s Bitters handy in the dining room for a 
we 7 : . fruit cocktail, Adds to the deliciousness of grape 
And we must all admit, to-day, fruit. PRINTERS OF THE ‘‘ CHRISTMAS JUDGE ”’ 
That Mr. Mack was right. IT HELPED HER. 


Youkers Statesman, 


A doctor was very much annoyed by a e 

THE LATCHSTRING OUT. an old lady, who always stopped him on rt 0 or rintin 0 
General Prosperity needn’tknock, He the street to tell him of her ailments, g . 

can walk right in.— Baltimore Sun. Once she met him when he was in a 

great hurry. ETT ITE aI NT 0) MR 


**Ah, I see you are quite feeble!”’ said 


0 a ee ore FINE COLOR AND 
She obeyed him, and the doctor, mov- MAGAZINE PRINTERS 


ing off, left her standing there in this 








itGeinea - a a DIRECT PROCESS FOR REPRODUC. 
Pre eee ae ae 2634 TIONS FROM COLORED COPY IN ONE 
Madison OR MORE COLORS 


IN THE WAY. 
Bill—‘And you object to these big Office end Werks 
hats in the theatres?’’ . 
Jill “Sure, 1 do! Why, it’s almost 425-435 East 24th Street, New York City 
impossible to hit a man on the sts age 
with an egy, on account of them!”’ 




















Youkers Statesman. 


THE EXPLANATION. A RECOLLECTION. IN THE BOUDOIR. 
‘*Although my father is an invalid,’’ She ‘‘L suppose your uncle didn’t ‘‘There’s one good thing about Louise 
said Miss Howell, ‘the takes a deep in- fail to remember you in his will?”’ she never makes any of the girls 
terest in my musical education. He al He ~**It was scarcely a remembrance jealous of her.’’ 
ways encourages me to practice my sing more like a faint recollection.’’ “T’m on. Clever, but ugly, eh?’’ 
ing at home, even when he’s in greatest ’hiladelphia Inquirer. Cleveland Leader. 
pain. 





“Well,”” replied 
Miss Cutting, Me they “NESTOR” IMPORTED 


do say that one may 

be made to forget a Green Label 
great pain by a greater | 
ene.” ° Catholie 


“ROYAL NESTOR” 


Blue \ Blue Label _ 
15 CENTS 












Time Ss. 


NO LONGER FRIENDS. 
Ella lal poet 
wrote a sonnet on 
my face the other 
day.”’ The ‘‘man who knows ’’ will always get 
Stella ‘*Did he The world-famed NESTOR Cigarette 


write it on the lines?”’ CAIRO. LONDON. NEW YORK, BOSTON. 











MINAND WESTHEIMER & SONS 
, LOUISVILLE AY T WOSEO44 > The Bohemian, 
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ESTABLISHED 


Old 
Overholt 
Rye 


Produced by 
skill and pra 

tice through 

out a Century 
of experience. 
Without exay 
geration, we 
believe it to be 
the best whis 
key ever pro 
duced by any 
body any 

where. 





om, 





/ 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 








PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


The first choice 


of the critical 
for over half a 
century. 


AMBASSADOR 


after-dinner 9126 


CAMBRIDGI 


regular size 





NOT LIKE MOTHER'S 


Said wifey, ‘‘Are these biscuits gpood?’’ 
Then waited, half afraid. 
He answered, ‘‘Well, my dear, they’re 


not 
The kind my mother made.”’ 
And then she “Oh, dear!’’ she 
sighed: 
“That paragon -your mother!”’ 
But smiled when he said, ‘*No, you see, 
They're not ; SO pass another,”’ 


Philade Iphia i lle fin, 


cried, 


Mother ‘Johnny, you left out part 
of your prayers. You didn’t say, ‘God 
bless Aunt Hattie and make her happy.’ 
Johnny ‘Why, muvver, I don’t have 
to put that in any more! Aunt Hattie’ 


engaged 1’ —Philadelphia Pre 





— 


Entered at the mt-office a a“ econd- 
a roatter Copyright "ems ; Me -* « Com- 
istered as a trade-mark 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY 


A 


> Fietw Avin Niw Ye 


John A cher, President. F. W. Schneider, See- | 
reta Arthur Terry, Treasure 
+ bFifth Avenue, New Yor 


Westekn ADVERTISING Orrict 
11.i-7 Marquette Budding, Chicago, Il 
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBER | 
" A i’ fe Afr iva ! 
Cre « , ome eu of Pp nmue PAL) 
! " ha, or 26 number 7) 
One copy, for thirteen weel 1.2 
FOREIGN SUBSCRIPTION 
Canada, 00 cents extra a year for postaye; other 
fers n counter $1.00 @ year extra 
Buneorta it AGEN International News 
C ‘we yf ' huarld fT meters owt ( 
hos , hire ntane Avenu de Utipera, lari 
tarbach Niwas boarchanee Vane, Germany. 
The contents of Jt IMGE are protected by cop 


ll t and Great Britain. 


rivht in beth the Ur 
rizht will be promptly and 


Infringement of th copy 
viyrorously prosecuted 
CONTRIBUTORS must inclose a stamped and 


elf-addressed envelope with all manuseripts, other 


wise return of the latter when found unavailable 
cannot be yuaranteed 

DRAWINGS and all contribution ent tothe Art 
Department should have the sender full name and 
vidress written plainly on cach and ¢ eparate 
ketch The accompanying joke or descriptive let 
terpre hould in every instance be written upon 
its individual pieture, and NOT upon a separate ship 
of pauper Inclosure of stamps tothe fullamount of 
postage is also required, to insure ufe and prompt 
return of material not accepted 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any new tand 
the publishers will be under oblirations if that fact 


be promptly reported on postal-card or by letter 








MODERN JUSTICE. 
your que 
“permit me to 


answer tion,’’ 


alienist, 


** Before | 
said the great 
refresh my memory.”’ 

He reupon he con ulted a note-book, 

“May | ask,’’ resumed the lawyer, 
‘“‘why you found it necessary to consult 
Some me morandum before answe ring a 
hypothetical aque tion of only a 
fer w thousand word 

‘The facet 1 replied the alienist 
**that I did that to get the point 
foryotten which side I'd 
particular case, 


simple 


suavely 

of view, I'd 

been retained on in this 

Kindly spring your conundrum again.”’ 
Western Christian Advocate, 


BETTER. 
fond of boasting of 


ONE 

An Englishman, 
his ancestry, took a coin from his pocket, 
and pointing to the head engraved on it, 
said, “*My great-preat-yrandfather wa 
made a lord by the king whose picture 
you see on this shilling.”’ 

**What a coincidence !"’ 

who at 
“My great-great-grand- 
Indian 


said his Yan- 


kee companion, once produced 


another coin, 
father was made an angel by the 
you see on this cent.’”’ 
World, 


whose picture 
Christian BRndceavor 


THE BOSTON GIRL. 


He (veproachfully) ‘‘Ah, I fear that 


you do not care much for me when I am 
away from you.”’ 
She “Oh, indeed Ido! 


most.”’ 


That’s when 
I care for you Boston Tran- 


eripl, 


A PUZZLER. 
**l always try to treat my maid as if 
she were a member of the family.’’ 
*‘Gracious! how do you get her to 
put up with it?’’ London Opinion, 


J 


WHISKEY 


FOR REPUTATION 


IT HAS NO EQUAL 


R HEALTH 





Hk old punched lanterns and 
the door-knockers savor now 
of romance, but only the dis- 
tance of years can Cast a mel- 
low enchantment over the wet cloaks 


and the soggy shoes. 


Amid the comforts of their own fire- 
sides, or in their ofices, when men to- 
day pick up their telephones, they do 
not look down the line of the past to 
door-knocker—-but are we 
this 


manifest 


pi ture the 
all very different 
knocking tor in| our 


annoyance a 


from door- 
ances 
t slight delays? 


We do not think 


old method 


We call anumber. 
of the time saved over the 
We want the con- 
whether it is a block 


of communication, 
nection right off 
away, a furlong or a league. 
like the old 
knock the louder—by 
the bell or pounding on the 
frequently in our haste 


door-knocker, we 
again ringing 
trans- 
mitter undo- 
ing a portion of what has already been 
towards — establishing 


patiently done 


the connection w anted, 


ven in the face of impatience the 
the operator is maintained 


be. “Phe unswerving 


equipotse of 
as well as it can 
management of the 


‘Velegraph 


endeavor of the 
\merican 
Company 


‘Telephone and 
and tS ASSO iated Bell com- 


panies is to make its thousands of 


exchange operators all measure to the 


same standard, 


‘There will be brighter 
than others, some with quicker percep- 


some virls 


tion and sweeter dispositions. 

If you had to subscribe to sz. tele- 
your locality in 
field as it 
one universal Bell 


phone systems in 
order to cover the 
covered by the 


do you imagine the girl 


IS NOW 


system 
ators would be different ? 


opel - 


‘There 7s a moral to this advertise- 
ment—intended for all Bell subscribers 


and prospective subscribers. It is thi 


Treat the girl operator as if v7 Were 
both a girl and an operator, and as if 
shi Were pre seul, 


It enables her te more 
quickly intelligently 


sequently saves you time, 


serve you 


more -and con- 


‘Velephoning is a mutual operation, 
with mutual obligations. “UVhe mainte- 
nance of the most prac tical, complete, 
universal telephone system that human 
involves like 


work can accomplish 


mutual obligations. 


It is the desire of the American 
‘Telegraph Company 


Bell 


know and 


‘Telephone ‘and 


and the associated companies to 
let the 
they are 


of service may best) be 


appreciate 


public 


what doing and how. thi 
universality 


maintamed, 


American Telephone & Telegraph Company 


NO IDLE JEST. 
The ‘‘melancholy days’’ have come. 
Oh, brother, can you grin, 
With anthracite seven plunks a ton 
And ten tons fill your bin? 
Wilkes-Barre News. 


AMBIGUOUS. 


*‘Here’s a nice 
Did you lay the 


breakfast to 


Lodge r 
table, 


ask a friend to! 
Mary?’’ 
Mary—-‘Yes, sir. All 


sir. London Graphic, 


but the epgys, 








J. M. 


Dry Colors 





FINE 


Chicago 
350 Dearborn Street 


Boston 
133 Pearl Street 


HUBER 


MANUFACTURER OF 


terterPRess INKS 
Main Office: 
150 Worth Street 


3-4-5-6 Mission Place 
NEW YORK 


206 South Fifth Street 





Pulp Colors 





St. Louis 
113-115 Vine Street 


Philadelphia 








HUBER’S INKS USED ENTIRELY ON THIS PUBLICATION 








pe eatnene= 














“MYOPIA” 


A Town and Country Shirt possess- 
ing the meritof being unusual 


without being freakish. Itis a 


Cet 


SHIRT 


creation of more than usual merit. 
$2 00. Other styles $1.50 and up. 


Made under the Ciretrr Label only. 
Ciuett, PEabovyY & Co,481 Riverst, Troy, N.Y. 


















will immedi- 
best of 


Moisture 
ately wilt the 


Perspiration cannot 
affect Lithelin water 







provted linen collars ordinary linen coliars 
ovens. They keep and cuffs—the button 
their pertect hape holes break ana 
in all weathers, they crack and Jray. 










LITHOLIN Water-Proofed Linen Collars 
and Cuffs look exactly like linen because 
they are linen Save time, worry, expense, 
and increase comfort Wiped with a damp 


cloth they are as clean and white as when 


new. 

Collars “Se, Cuffs 500, 
Alwa red haves broid substi=fution 
If your ord th wv stock, send style, size, 
namie tuted. with remittance, and we will mail, 








postpaid. Catalogue ft 
The Fiberloid Co., Dept. 26,7 Waverly Place, NewYork 


LITHOLIN 


WATERPROOFED LINEN. 


She said she loved a man of deeds, 
But let her soldier-lover skate, 
And took a mollyeoddle’s name, 


His deeds were deeds to real estate. 


Houston Post, 


A 


A BOM, OF 
5p : % 






UNEQUALLED 


CANDIES 


Fancy Boxes & Baskets inall 
Sizes & at all Prices in large 
variety of Designs 


SOLD BY OUR 





AUTHORIZED SALES AGENTS EVERYWHERE 
& AT ANY OF OUR FIFTY RETAIL STORES 



























Holiday Necessity 












FREE OF CHARGE. 

Some time since, a genial-looking 
Irish gentleman wanted an empty bot- 
tle in which to mix a solution that he 
wished to prepare, and went in the 
American drug store to make the pur- 
chase, 

Selecting one that suited his purpose, 
he asked Dr. Robinson how much it 
would be. 

‘*Well,’’ was the reply, ‘‘if you just 
want the empty bottle it will be one 
centavo, but if you want anything in it 
you can have the bottle free of charge.”’ 

*‘Sure, that’s fair,’’ said the witty 
Celt. ‘*Put in a cork.’’—-Philippines 
Gossip. 





ARE A FEW 


of the many reasons why you should al- 
ways say “4711 White Rose”’ when you 
buy soap. 

It is real, pure glycerine soap~ not glycer- 
ine in name only—and you do not need to be 
told the soothing and beneficial effect of 
glycerine on the skin. } 

Its perfume has no equal and leaves be- | 
hind a very delicate and refined odor 
PERD. MU LIENS, Cologne o/R, Germany 

U.S. Braneh 
Mi LEHENS & KROPEP, 

208 Brouwdway, New York, N.Y. 

Send loets tn stamps for full size sample cake 











NOT SO BAD. 
“‘Hands up! 


I’ve 


The highwayman 
got you covered !’’ 
The public man (much frightened) 

‘““Wh-what have you got there?”’ 

The highwayman ‘A revolver.”’ 

The public man (much relieved) — ‘*Oh, 
that’s all right. I was afraid it might 
be a compromising letter.’’ -Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


TROUBLE AHEAD. 


Mr. Roosevelt will 
Advt. d. h. 
No doubt you’ve had your troubles with 
a Congress on your hands, 
And a lot of office-seekers with unrea 
soning demands ; 
No doubt you’ve had your moments of 
resentment and of gloom, 
When some one started in to launch an 
unofficial boom. 
You’ve felt the threat of panic, and 
you've felt the feverish haste 
That comes when currency’s required, 
with not an hour of waste. 
Sut wait until that moment of wild, 
feverish distress, 
When the office boy yells, ‘‘Copy!’’ and 
it’s time to go to press. 
If you long for new sensations you have 
struck the proper gait 
To fly from present ills to those un- 
known which lie in wait. 
You can calm the politician with a stern, 
magnetic eye, 
But not the stanch 
they call ‘‘ Vox populi.’ 

It’s easier by far to face a lion in his 
lair 

Than a stony-hearted foreman who is 
holding forms up there, 

Your memory of past trials will seem 
like a kind caress, 

When the office boy yells, ‘‘Copy!’’ and 
it’s time to go to press. 

Washington Star. 


be an editor. 


subscriber whom 


, 


, 


‘‘Is he a young man of brains?’ 
“‘T really can’t say. 
him in society.’’- -Fxrchange, 








I’ve only met 


| 





te 
: i AND HEALTH, 
° 


= 
. ew 


- 
a, 








SALTIMORE RYE 


— 
i i i 


ta); £0 on 
‘ Lananand> 
Baurimort 





1S ABSOLUTE 





LOVE'S AWAKENING. 

“I’m almost sure the count is in love 
with me!"’ excitedly exclaimed the first 
heiress, 

**What makes you think so?”’ 
the other. 

‘‘He asked me to-day how much I was 
worth.’’— Catholic Times. 


inquired 


distillery. 
your money. 
¥ i 
€ 


OLD PEPPE 


GUARANTEED UNDER THE NATIONAL PURE FOOD LAW 


old age itself. Naturally aged in white oak casks and bottled in bond at the 


Ask for “Old James E. Pepper.” You will appreciate its delicious 
flavor, purity and rare medicinal qualities. If your dealer does not handle 
it, or if you live in localities where liquors are not sold, write us at once for the 
name of our nearest distributor, who will supply you direct, with the positive 
guarentee that if it docs not prove eminently satisfactory—we'll refund 


ESTABLISHED 
H 
oO 


R 


| sJosfonfoniosfoniociocfonioniocfonionie : sfosjoniestontonfosjonfonjonionjontont 
FOR A PURE 


TONICAL STIMULANT, FOR CHEER OR COMFORT, STRENGTH 
FOR RECUPERATION AND RESTORATION 


HUNTER 


BALTIMORE 


RYE 


] 
ALTIMORE RY! 


tw) "1 Got 
‘lL ananand> 
BALI imoRt 





PERFECTION 


4 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


Beofeeineineinoinninnioeiooieeieeioese : jai 


BRINGING UP THE BOY. 

First father—‘T never give my boy 
money for a reward. I don’t believe in 
paying him for being good.’’ 

Second father Oh, you expect kim 
to be good for nothing, do you? Well, 
that’s about what he Somerville 
Journal, 


96 
1s. 


of your holiday guests 
in a glass of “Old James 
E. Pepper” Whiskey. 
The name and the fame of 
Old Pepper Bourbon 
is a part of the history of the 
republic. One hundred and 
twenty-eight years ago, the 
first Old Pepper Whiskey 
was made by Elijah Pepper 
of the famous old Culpc>>er 
family of Virginia. It is made 
today by the same old process, 
in an old-fashioned distillery 
in the celebrated blue grass 
and sparkling limestone spring- 
water section of Kentucky. 
It is as pure as a snowdrop— 
as fragrant as the heart of a 
rose—as mellow and ripe as 





























°o 


ISKEY 






ER 





i78 
EPU 
N 


IN BOND 











sent in a plain unmarked box 


Bond—charges prepaid 





SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 
I full gallon 6-year-old “Old Pepper”—Bottled in Bond— 
packed in two full half-gallon bottles—all charges prepaid and 


12 full quart bottles 6-year-old “Old Pepper”—Bottled in 


Sent anywhere direct from the distillery or through our nearest distributor. 























109 Frankfort Pike, Lexington, Ky. 


The James E. Pepper Distilling Company 





609 Rector Bldg., Chicago, Ill. 









“RARE AND DELIGHTFUL GIFTS.” 


Jupce’'s files are overcrowded with 
original drawings of pictures—-comic, 
sentimental, and otherwise—that have 
appeared in JupGe. We must have 


space, and, as a result, we are going to 
let our readers have an unusual oppor- 
tunity. We have placed a nominal price 
on each of these original paintings, draw- 
ings, and sketches, many of thei by art- 
ists of wide reputation, and all by artists 
of recognized merit and ability, who may 
one day hold the highest rank. Some 
we have marked at twenty-five 
some at three dollars, and there are all 
sorts of prices between. Naturally 
there is only one picture of a kind. 
Some are large, some are of medium 
size, and some are dainty little drawings 
Any of them 


cents, 


several inches square. 
make a lasting gift to surprise or de- 
light a friend on a holiday, a birthday, a 
wedding, or any other festive occasion. 

The problem is, How can we help you 
get just what you want? Because you 
are a reader of JupGr, we are earnestly 
desirous of pleasing you, 

We two supgyestions,. First, 
look over recent numbers of JupGE and 
pick out something that your 
fancy. Write us, giving the number of 
JupGce in which it appears and a de 
scription of the picture. We will notify 
you of the size and price of the original. 
Make two or three selections, as your 
first may already have been 


spoken for and sold, 


make 


suits 


Or, second, try this method, and we 
will be on our mettle to please you. 
Send us the sum you wish to spend; 


make a suggestion as to the kind of 
drawing whether comic, pretty, or sen- 
timental, whether for a man or woman, 
whether large or small-—and we will 
send you the very best selection we can 
make 

Put this to the test right away. You 


such a present at such a price 


from our large collection. 


cannot get 
in any art store, no matter where you 
try. 

Remember, we are anxious to please 
you, in order to make you come again 
and make this unique distribution a sue- 
cess, and that when you buy an original 
drawing, you get the only one in ecrea- 
tion, and no one can duplicate it, for it 
is not a peu int, or engraving, or chrome, 
but the original work of the artist. Ad- 
dress Picture Department Judge Com- 
pany, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York, 


EASY MONEY. 
**I lost everything in the ter- 
rific storm last week,’’ 


Tramp 
Kind old ye nileman **Too bad!’’ 

Tramp ** Ves. | was dreaming I 
was « millionaire, when the thunder 
woke me,’’ Kerchange. 


WOES OF THE SUBURBANITE. 
Ostend **Pa, what is the ‘Suburban 
handicap'?"’ 
“ **The lawn mower in the summer 
and the snow shovel in the winter, my 


son.’ —-Columbus lyispateh, 


WW ahh 
Packots 
‘SO NY ah 





THE SANTA CLAUS CHILDREN, 


Old folks are gettin’ 
Right out o’ the way 
Hard for to answer 
The questions each day. 
The Santa Claus children 
Are comin’ to stay 
The Santa Claus children are comin’! 


**How long till the reindeer 
Will run o’er the shed 

In the night, when we're tucked up 
So snug in the bed?”’ 

And ever this word 
Of the little folks said, 

‘“‘The Santa Claus children are comin’ !’’ 


But old folks are feelin’ 
Like young folks once more, 
And music rings sweet 
From a fairy-like shore, 
Joy knocks at your heart, 
Ana you open the door 
**The Santa Claus children are comin’ !”’ 
Atlanta Constitution, 


AUTO NOTES. 

*“‘T notice they are sprinkling the 
boulevards with oil. Oil rots rubber. 
doesn’t it?”’ 

‘“‘Not so far as I know. I 
heard a word of complaint on the part 
of the automobile repairers.’’ Chicago 


7) thiune . 


haven't 


LIVING ADVERTISEMENT 
Giow or Heautu Speaks ror Postum. 


It requires no scientific training to 
discover whether coffee disagrees or not. 

Simply stop it for a time and use 
Postum in place of it, then note the ben 
eficial effects. The truth will appear. 

**Six years ago I was in a very bad 
condition,’’ writes a Tennessee lady. ‘* I 
uffered indigestion, nervousness 
and insomnia, 

‘Il was then an 
drinker, but it was long before I could 
be persuaded that it was coffee that hurt 
me. Finally I decided to leave it off a 
few days and find out the truth. 

** The first morning I left off coffee | 
had a raging headache, so I decided | 
must have something to take the place 
(The headache was caused 
the coffee drug 


from 


inveterate coffee 


of coffee."’ 
by the reaction of 
caffeine.) 

** Having heard of Postum through a 
friend who used it, I bought a package 
and tried it. I did not like it at first, 
but after I learned how to make it right, 
according to directions on package, | 
would not change back to coffee for any- 
thing. 

“When I began to use Postum I 
weirhed only 117 pounds. Now | weigh 
170, and as [ have not taken any tonie 
in that time I can only attribute my re 
covery of health to the use of 
Postum in place of coffee. 

** My husband says I ama living ad 
vertisement for Postum. I am glad to 
be the means of inducing my many 
friends to use Postum, too.’’ 

Name given by Postum Co., Battl 
Creek, Mich. Read = I he Road to 
Wellville,”” in packages. ‘* There's a 
Reason.”’ 


Ever read the above letter? A new 
one appears trom time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and tull of human in- 
terest. 


ire ” vl 


THE SAD DAYS. 
When the leaves begin t> turn, 
In the grate a fire we burn; 
When the robins homeward fly, 
Then the price of coal gets high! 
evchange. 
FOUND IT HIGH. 
‘*How did you find that 
prescribed for you yesterday ?”’ 
**Rather expensive, doctor.”’ Kew. 


medicine | 


PERSONAL. 
Art editor 
this horse’s legs looks a bit funny.’’ 
Artist **Well, I thought yours was a 
comic paper.’’—The Tatler. 
4-front 


“I think the drawing of 
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UNIVERSAL LIKE THE SUN 
Murray & Lanman’s 
3 
id 
« 
a 
¥ 
¢: THE BEST PERFUME MADE FOR THE 
fi HANDKERCHIEF, TOILET OR BATH 
b A Delightful Christmas Gift 
BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES 
“iy a gtr, “agers a AR Lai ey, 
eS Wie hee ate 
PAL Ys Poles Maly Maley Mole Melee Mele fod Ws Pal 
= Man. =, w ANS wy, 
NC ST ae Bay ST ea I rac SARERE ‘ 
Personally appeared before me, George G. Brown, President of Brown- 
Forman Company, Louisville, Ky., who being duly sworn, deposes as follows: 
Ir: 1874 the firm of Chambers & Brown, of which said George G. Brown was a 
member, introduced on the market a brand of whisky called “OLD FORESTER.” 
This whisky was a blend of what was then known as Straight, Old Kentucky 
Whiskies, and it has been such from that date up to the present, as similar in 
quality as possible, except that the bonded period has been increased sinee 1874 
and the whisky used in making the Old Forester since such increase in 
the bonded period has been older and riper than it was when first 
introduced on the market. [t has always been represented as a blend of old, 
straight Kentucky whiskies, nothing added to it except some sugar or 
accharine, This has been the character of the OLD FORESTER with two 
immaterial exceptions: About two years ago, by accident, two or three bottles 
of whisky were branded Old Forester and shipped before this accident was dis- 
covered, and about twenty-six years ago a somewhat similar mistake occurred. 
With these two exceptions there has never been a drop of any but OLD KEN- 
TUCKY WHISKY used in the composition of the OLD FORESTER, nor has | 
there been a drop of any whisky made outside of the State of Kentucky. There 
is no Whisky used in the Old Forester blend that is not old enough to bottle in 4 
bond, but considerable of it is too old, as it has passed the eight years period 
allowed for whisky to remain in bond, 
The firm of Chambers & Brown was succeeded by Brown, Thompson & Co., 
same was succeeded by Brown, Forman & Co., and the latter succeeded by Brown- 
Forman Co, 
The deponent states that he has been the head of each firm and corporation 
succeeding Chambers & Brown, and has knowledge of the above facts. 
(Signed) 
GEO. G. BROWN. 
State of Kentucky, County of Jefferson. 
Subseribed and sworn to before me this 28th day of May, 1907. 
(Signed) 
WM. J. DUNCAN, JR. 
(Seal) Notary Public Jefferson County. a 


P. S.. The above formula is strictly observed now with the exception of the 


| omission of sugar or saccharine. 
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Judge to His Readers 


O ALL good folks who've read 
my jokes throughout this pass- 
ing year, and still survive the 

task alive, JUDGE wishes Christmas 
cheer! Near thirty Christmases have 
passed since first I reared my head; 
for thirty years 
I’ve dried 
men’s tears 
and bid them 
grin instead. 
And humorists 
may come and 
go and artists 
live and die, 
yet still the 
pen of clever 
men is mine to 
conjure by. 
Though Nye 
is gone and 
dear ‘‘A. 
Ward’’ and 
Phoenix and 
the rest, their 
mantles fell 
and landed 
well—to rouse 
new quip and 
jest. The sol- 
emncholly 
Lampton man 
still lifts his 
pen in song 
and writes us 
verse one-half 
inch wide and 
ten or twelve feet long; there's 
Loomis the cadaverous; Robertus 
surnamed Love; that Nesbit man, 
and Gillilan (please form in line— 
don’t shove). There’s Hoch der 


Kiser, Masson gay, with verse and 
stories rife (they say what he can't 
sell to me he publishes in Lif). 
There’s Colorado Sabin, too, and 
Johnny Kendrick Bangs and Uncle 
Ezra Moulton with the dialect that 
twangs; et cet- 
era, et cetera 
—their names 
throng to my 
mind, and all 
the crowd 
bring chuckles 
loud as gifts 
to human- 
kind. And as 
for artists, 
goodness me! 
they stand in 
glad array 

there’s old 
friendZim,and 
Hamilton and 
cheerful “‘Ted- 
dy” Bray, 
chromatic 
Flohri, quaint 
Art Young, 
Kuhn's birds 
that have no 
peers, Lang’s 
country churls, 
Miss. Foster's 
girls, Will 
Crawford and 
Jack Sears. 
Oh, me, oh, 
my! Icouldn’t try to name ’em all 
offhand; there’s such a lot, and each, 
God wot, can draw to beat the band. 
So let us form acircle round the earth 
and join the noble Brotherhood of Mirth. 




















SANTA’S GIFT. 
WOTE a note to Santa Taus, 
An’ iss is what I said: 
** | dot a dun, a ’losopede, 
An’ I don’t want no sled. 
** ] dot a circus, dot a tent, 
A bear yat’s big an’ brown; 
But I don’t yike my Teddy Bear! 
I ruzzer have a clown.”’ 
I dess he didn’t dot my note, 
I dess I wite anuzzer, 
what you fink yat Santa 


brought? 
A nassy baby bruzzer 


Tause 


Wifout no hair a funny nose! 
An’ mouf jus’ yike a frog! 

I didn’t want no bruzzer, tause 

I ruzzer have a dog! 

HAKRKOLU SKINNER 


SWAM BEFORE HIM. 





Banks ‘1 had a new expe- 

rience yesterday, one you might 

call unaccountable, I ate a 

hearty dinner, finishing up with a Welsh rabbit, a mince pie, 


lobster Then I went to a place of 


I had hardly entered the building before everything 


and some ad la Newburg. 
amusement, 


swam before me.”’ 


Binks ** The Welsh rabbit did it.’’ 
Bunks ‘** No; it was the lobster.’’ 
Bionks—** I think it was the mince pie.”’ 


Banks I never 
felt better in my life; 1 was at the Aquarium.”’ 
CHARLES 


** No; I have a simpler explanation than that. 


BATTELL, LOOMIS 
SAVED 'EM UP. 
66 re always boasts that she has had her Christmas presents 
’ ready since November first.’”’ 
** Pooh! 


Christma ; before. , 


that’s nothing! I have always had mine since the 


‘TIMELY 

















POSITION. 
Wot wuz yer position?” 


\ RECLINING 
“So yer wuz down on de Isthmus, eh? 
** Similar to de position | now occupies.”’ 


READY THIS TIME. 
66 gp ABLING,” says the fond wife, ** for your Christmas gift I 
have got you this lovely dressing-table that will just match 
the furniture in my room.’’ 
‘Thank you, my angel,’’ replies the tender-hearted husband, 
who remembers what he got last Christmas; ‘‘ and for you I have 
bought this beautiful safety razor that will just fit the little drawer 


in my shaving-stand.’’ 





SUPPLIES. 


*“"Peahs ter me, Brier Simpson, yo’ am doin’ a pow’ ful lot ob joobilatin’ ovah one po’, measly coon.” 
Lain't only dat, Brer Johnsing ; Ah done got a fo'-days’ job fo’ nex’ week.” 


** Dat explanities hit."’ 
“Sho'! Now Ab kin t'row up de job. "’ 
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HOW SOME LITTLE COUNTRY 


BACK AMONG THE HOME FOLKS. 


HAVE been a rover all the wide world over, 
From the red Missouri to the Zuyder Zee; 
From the Kansas prairie clear to Tipperary 
I have been a rover other lands to see. 
And the time is many I’d have happened in, 
Back among the home folks had I had the tin! 


"Tis a world, my hearties, full of sharks and 
smarties; 
Full of snags the path is, full of crooks and 


kinks. 
From the placid Kansas clear to Vic. Nyanza’s 
Troubled waters, trouble patches all the chinks. 
And the time is many I have wished to go 
Back among the home but I lacked 
dough! 


the 


folks 


When | get to Kansas I’ll cut out Matanzas, 
Cairo (likewise faro), Monte Carlo, too, 

And I'll settle down, sir, in my native town, sir; 
I have seen my empire, met my Waterloo. 

And the time is many I’d have gone to reign 

Back among the home folks had I owned the train! 


Home, where’er located, is a golden-plated, 
Double-decked bonanza for the average bloke. 
setter Kansas prairies than twenty Tipperarys, 
If your time is precious with your watch in 
soak. 
And the time is many I’ve soaked mine to get 
and I’m not there yet! 


ROBERT 


Back among the home folks 


$ 1.0Vi 


FAIR PLAY. 
écé AMMA,”’ said the little boy the day after 
Christmas, as he lay in bed and dutifully 


took 


“6 


the paregoric and other things, ‘‘ you said 
yesterday that | ought to be sorry for all the poor 
little children that couldn’t 
and cake and things as I got, didn’t you?’’ 


** Yes, 
** Well, do you suppose those poor little chil 


have as much candy 


cear.’’ 
ve 


dren are sorry for me to-day? 


ALL THE SAME. 


&6 HAT is the size of your large men’s hand- 
kerchiefs?’’ asks the shopper. 
“They are just the same size as the small 


affable 


‘“*The size of the man doesn’t make 


men’s handkerchiefs, madam,’’ explains the 
salesperson. 


any difference in his handkerchief.”’ 


BOYS WE 








KNOW OF WERE PUNISHED 


EXPLAINED. 
Kuicke a 
a sea of upturned faces?”’ 
‘* Er 


tide was evidentiy out.’”’ 


** Did you look into 


Orator yes, but the 


that 
Had to run down and 


“Couldn't stay in spot 
any longer 


” 
see you. 


ay “= 
es) —— 
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FOR MAKING PIGS OF ‘THEMSELVES, 


TOOK A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 
WAS Christmas morn and King Solomon had 


I" 


that he 
** My dears,’’ he said, feelingly, ‘‘ 1 desire to 


rented the Jerusalem town hall in order 


might speak to all his wives at once. 


remember you all as befits the glad Yule-tide, and 
I especially wish that there may be no partiality 
shown as between you.”’ 

Kestatie little murmurs of curiosity and antic- 
ipation came from every corner of the great hall. 

*“*T have decided to give pearls,’’ said the 
great King. 

A tumultuecs hand-clapping came from the 
delighted assemblage; and then the eunuchs passed 
through the throng, handing to each beautifu] 
dame a white slip of paper upon which was writ- 
ten one of the Proverbs of Solomon. 

‘*Pearls of wisdom,’’ murmured the King, on 
‘* More precious than gold.”’ 


8. B. STONE, 


the platform. 


MR. SKINFLINT’S CHRISTMAS. 
M*: SKINFLINT melted muchly, 


"Neath the genial Christmas air. 
Loosened up his frozen pocket 
In a manner past compare. 
Gave his wife a kiss that morning, 
Gave his son a soft love-tap, 
Gave his girl a chicken feather 
lor to wear upon her cap. 


Sent the clergyman a copy 
Of last Thursday’s New York Times. 
Gave his office-boy a greeting 
And two lead Canadian dimes. 
Gave the cook the merry ha-ha, 
And when night descended he 
Sat and glowed while thinking on the 
Joys of generosity. 


HORACE DODD GASTIT. 


REVENGE. 
** We are undone!’ 
‘* How?”’ 


‘““The comedian is giving Willie a 


Soubrette 
Villain 
Soubreth 
drum.”’ 
Villain— ‘* Bah! 
mas morning I will place a receipt for six months’ 


Peneath his plate on Christ- 


piano lessons for his daughter.”’ 
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rawing by Percy D. J 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 





LIMIT 


** What is the matter with that Indian’s eye, my good man ?”’ 


** Nothin’. 


THE CARVING SET. 


EAR George, 
do you know 
that Christ- 
mas is com- 
ing ?”’ 

‘* Agnes, I almost for- 






got.’”’ 

‘““What does my dear 
husband want?”’ 

‘*T shall leave that to 
you.”’ 

‘* But, 
you give me some little 
hint?’’ 

‘Well, Agnes, I'll be 
perfectly frank with you. For years I have needed a key 

Now, there! You know exactly what 1 want.’’ 
‘* But, George, a key ring is so commonplace and 


George, can’t 


ring. 
out of the question. You can buy one at any hard- 
ware store for five or ten cents. Besides, I have al- 
ready selected a most beautiful carving set and it 
is only ten dollars, and ’’ 


‘*Have you forgotten, Agnes? We have three 


carving sets.”’ 

“I know we have, George, but this one can be 
used for formal occasions when we have guests. The 
knife and fork are both solid silver, and the blade is 
the finest steel. Dear, don’t you really want a carv- 
ing set now more than an ugly old key ring?’’ 

“*You asked me, Agnes, what I wanted, and I 
told you. If you feel’’ 

“<p 


jut, George, I thought, of course, you would say 


£ ‘* . ”” 
a carving set. JOHN H. MCNEELY. 
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He shuts it because he kin see well enough with one. 


wa 
Ou 














LAZINESS. 


Sometimes he shuts one, sometimes t’other.”’ 








PUBLIC VICE. 

** Lave th’ Prisidint attind th’ juties he’s elicted tur, says I. 
wallop out av th’ wrong-doin’s, 
Vice-Prisidint.”’ 


But whin it comes t’ takin’ a 


I says, av th’ mallyfactories, thot’s th’ worruk, says I, ay th’ 
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‘IT LOVE MY LOVE.” 


I love my love with a C, by chance, 
For so her names begin, 

But no such paltry circumstance 
May shut my feelings in 

I love with Ease, and Eyes, and Tease, 
With Ol ind Seize Ah, well! 

My love's initial is lost in space 
And it's tien too vast to peli ' 


1 tied ( hendley 


I FLEE MY PEN. 


FLEE my pen when heavy 
grows the brain, 
When for a happy rhyme I 
search in vain. 
The ink-well closed, the pen 
laid in its place, 
I seek for otker scenes in 
outer space, 





\ What though the wind be keen, 
\ what though it rain? 
\ I asked a change, nor can I well 
\ \ complain 
; If by a wetting I my end attain. 
| : ; So at a steady, blood-be- 
\ | | | | / , warming pace, 
, \ | / - I flee my pen. 
‘\\ \ j Yes; just as piglets see a 


\ | | he a tempting lane 

\ \K\h Wy / ‘ , Leading to meadows, ripe with 

WY | hi) // a golden grain, 

W\\\\\ Ai / Y . - o 
\\ \ A WHI Yj, Yo. / Break from their sodden sty, 


\ 
\ \ \\\ \ \ 
‘\., \\\\ \\M\ and grunting, race, 
\ \ 
\N 








\ M/ Yy j Glad to esea ir i 
\\Y YW fp ili ‘scape their confines, 
be UY pent and “ae 
SX \\ MMi, y Vjfyp I for the taste of freedom that 
\S \\Y\ Wy, . Yy I gain 
R\ \ h | jf C4 js I flee my pen. 
~~ Ct ' / Uf / “YY, ” CHARLES BATTELL LOOMIS. 
7 QW \\ \\ \ j \ 
ait Khim \\\ \\ \\ Want FAIRLY GOOP SIZE. 
WS er 66] HEARD that your rich 


uncle gave you a good- 
sized check for Christmas,”’ 
says the man with the sharp 
nose and the interrogative eyes. 

‘*Yes,’’ answers the man 
with the square chin and the 
glad smile. 

‘*T suppose as rich a man as 
he is could send you a pretty 
big check?’’ 

“Yes. This was a_good- 
sized one, for a fact.’’ 

‘‘ If it’s a fair question, how 
big was it?’’ 

“Three inches wide by eight 
inches long— he has them en- 
graved for himself specially, 
you know.’”’ 


HIS HEART’S DESIRE. 


Fastboy—‘*‘1 want to buy 
something for my grandfather's 
° Christmas— old Tightpurse, you 
know.”’ 

Shopman—** Yes, sir. Now, 


THE JOURNEY’S BEGINNING. 


what is your idea—something 


HEN the good saint sails from the very north And a mermaid blows him a far-off kiss, simple or elegant?’ 
‘To the shore where his steeds are standing, On a wave-tossed ice-floe rocking; Fasthoy—* Have you’ any 
The wild waves sing like a deep bassoon, And she sighs toa seal, as she strokes its back, imported Russian bombs?” 
And the ice-floes ¢lash and the sea-gulls croon, ‘There goes old Kris, with a bulging pack, 
And the weird lights flash to his fleet balloon, But why should he stop for us, alack! on 
As it flits toward the frozen landing. When none of us wears a stocking ?”’ ISTLETOE helps the man 


mercies gneeenen. who helps himself. 
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Cates 


RECIPROCITY. 
Weary Wraggles—“ Lady, would you object to my freezing to death in your woodshed *” 
Mrs. Helpem—‘* Well, no-—not if you'd be willing to saw a little wood to pay for the accommodation 
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And editors are rather worse 
Than those of Byron’s day; 
They’re slow about accepting verse, 
And very slow in pay. 
Yet Dolly wants a toy dog 
(They’re costly, in the mode), 
And Polly wants a phonograph 
To brighten her abode. 
Oh, Muses, fill my fountain pen! 
How do you start an ode? 


My brain is full of gems in rough, 
gut elusive, yet, and mocking. 
Oh, how did Byron write enough 
To fill each silken stocking? 
For Betty wants a motor boat 
To see her through the summer, 
And Margie wants a new machine, 
Though her old one’s quite a ‘* hummer.”’ 


The Bard at Christmas 


By B. J. DASKAM 


ULE-TIDE is here, in pageant brave 

5 What season is more pleasant! 

' Sut I wonder if Lord Byron gave 
Each lady-love a present? 

For Peggy wants a rope of pearls, 
Belinda wants a bonnet, 

And Janet wants a jewel case 
With silver letters on it. 

Oh, sainted shades of Shakespeare! 
I’ve got to write a sonnet! 





Oh, Pegasus, ope wings and soar! 
I wish I were a plumber! 


The Reporter’s 


By F. P. 


T WAS Christmas Eve! 
Snowflakes were falling thick and fast. 
In front of an old rustic church, boxes of matches in his 


little white hands, stood a boy. 

He had been standing there many hours, but no one seemed to 
pay any attention to his feeble ery of ‘* A-ny mat-ches, boss?’’ The 
little fellow in the tattered garments was passed by unnoticed. 

Poor lad! There he was out in the cold, while other little boys 
were in their warm, comfortable homes, surrounded by happy rela- 
tives and friends, with a big Christmas tree loaded with costly gifts. 
And here in the cold stood an honest little fellow, whose one thought 
was to earn a few pennies with which to make his mother’s lonely 


heart happy on this eventful night. 


‘ - ‘ 

Christmas Story 
PITZER 

The poor match-boy had almost despaired, when he espied, com- 
ing down the street, a well-dressed man, his head concealed beneath 
a high silk tile, the lower part of his face buried in the warm astra- 
khan collar of a costly overcoat. 

On reaching the boy he stopped. 
salesman met one who sympathized with him. 

** My boy, why are you out in this treacherous weather, selling 


At last the shivering little 


Lad 


matches’? 
In a few words the lad told his pitiful tale. 
Tears trickled down his ice-cold cheeks. 


The man’s heart 
had been reached. He put 
his hand in his inside coat pocket, extracted therefrom a fat wallet, 
and was about to hand the youngster a crisp ten-dollar bill, when 
there came a ery of-——‘‘ COPY!”’ 

Accordingly the writer of this story had to cut it short 











| \N INQUISITIVE MIND 


**T wonder what that ball is down there?’ 








abruptly, as it was almost time for the paper to go to press 
and all specials had to go in at once. 

And thus a poor boy was robbed of a large sum of 
money, simply because a reporter had to cut his copy short 


in order to satisfy a waiting compositor. 
Such is fate! 
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OFFENSIVE ! 
**’To think that such a thing should be 
How can respectable people ever 


REALLY 

Mrs. Grundy 

allowed on the stage! 
look at it!’ 
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Judge 
Mrs. Chick 


A FAUX PAS. 

66 J DON’T understand Mrs. Grindupp,”’ 

says Mrs. Mixem. ‘‘I sent her 

a lovely piece of cut glass for Christ- 

mas, and she never even thanked me. 

In fact, she snubbed me on the street to- 
day.”’ 

‘* Why, didn’t you know?”’ asks the 
friend. 

‘* Know what?’’ 

** Her grandfather began his career 
as glass eater in a dime museum.’’ 
At CHRISTMAS one-half the world 

doesn’t know how the other half can 
afford to give such presents. 





THE DAY AFTER CHRISTMAS. 


** Non-support, eh?” 
** Yes; and he makes me scratch for the children, too.”’ 


























“BE IT EVER SO HUMBLE,” THERE’S NO 


‘TIME 









TOO MUCH. 
ae Leas makes the tattooed man look 
so sad?’’ asks the albino of the 
ossified party. 

‘*He’s worried because Christmas is 
coming.’”’ 

‘*But he gets good money and hasn’t 
many friends.’’ 

‘‘That’s true; but he is sweet on the 
three-legged girl, and she told him this morn- 
ing she was gojng to hang up her stockings.’’ 

Miss Oldgirl—-‘‘ Chollie sent me_ five 
pounds of chocolates for Christmas.’’ 

Miss Caustique—‘ Yes? He told me 
he’d given four dollars in charity.’”’ 


LIKE CHRISTMAS. 
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The Mouse and the Meter 


By HUGH PENDEXTER 








(Being letters exchange! between a householder and the gas company.) 


April 15th, 1907. openly works over hours, piling up indebtedness against me. I want 
LANK GAS COMPANY, it taken out, and taken out mighty quick. It not only spends the 
Meter DEPARTMENT. midnight hours and the Sabbath doing unwholesome stunts in higher 


Gentlemen—My meter is registering more gas than I mathematics, but it adds to the total my height every time I enter 
am burning. I desire to have it changed before next month’s the cellar. If my wife accompanies me, it spins around twice. 


bill is presented, Very truly, This is unjust, as my wife is only five feet two. If it hears the 
WILLIAM SINGMORE. children say a numeral—click! it’s down. If it hears a telephone 
April 15th, 1907. number inquired for, it puts it down. Last month I paid for 20,000 
WiLLiaAmM SInGMoRE, Esgq., feet of telephone numbers. 
Dear sir —It is contrary to rules of company to change meters. Now it must be stopped. I'll sign over my weekly pay envel- 
Very truly, ope to you and let all other bills go, but I can’t continue to assume 
BLANK GAS COMPANY. the responsibility of that demon’s theory of figures. 
Per O. G. C, Yours desperately, 


April 16th, 1907 WILLIAM SINGMORE. 


BLANK Gas COMPANY, April 1sth, 1907, 
Meter Department. WILLIAM SINGMORE, Esq., 

Gentlemen —Linsist that you recognize my sovereign prerogative Dear sir It is contrary to our rules to change any meter. 
as a humble atom of that plebeian element known as the ‘* common Very truly, 
people.”’ 1 insist that the rock-ribbed liar in my cellar be yanked BLANK GAS COMPANY. 
out, and one capable of occasionally hinting at the truth be installed Per A. M. L. 
in its place. My bill last month was eighteen dollars beyond what April 19th, 1907. 
should be your wildest dreams of avarice. If you'll pay to me the  Brank Gas CompPaANy, 
shot as indicated by that nefarious set of dials, I'll gladly give you Meter Department. 
my house and quit working and loll in luxury, But I can’t retain my My dear Gas Company — Yours of the 18th at hand. [ appre- 
home and maintain the meter, I've sold my automobile, and my — ejate that you cannot be expected to fracture one of your long- 
wife is wearing last year’s furs, and the children went without a — established rules. Now, however, | approach you from a humani- 
Christmas tree this year; but it’s all of no use, That meter simply tarian standpoint. I no longer reck the ruinous gas .bills which are 
estimates how much I can scrimp and save, and calls for the whole slowly, but surely, disintegrating a once happy family. I am recon- 
thing. Itisn’t ameter. It’s an ack ding machine, ciled to that. 

It has acquired a fad of buzzing and clicking nights, keeping us But as a humane corporation, I know you will stretch a point 
all awake. The fact that no gas is being consumed makes no differ- — when | inform you there is a mouse in my meter. The little fellow 


ence, It used to practice stealth and with a blush of shame add a ean be heard very plainly, especially at night, gnawing and irritating 
handful of ciphers to each legitimate total. Now it cheerily and (Continued in advertising section.) 
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CHRISTMAS JOY FOR ‘THE GROCER. 
Mrs. Nibble samples everything in sight And then orders a pint of cranberries delivered at once. 











BRAIN ON 
EXPECTA- 


GIRLS 
HER 


CROSS SECTION OF A 
CHRISTMAS DAY, SHOWING 
‘TIONS. 


FITZGERALD’S UNIONS. 
Pe industrious was a carpenter, a journeyman was he, 


Industrious and competent as any one could be, 
Till Unionism struck the town, both sensible and sane 
And then Fitzgerald got Amalgamation on the brain! 


He unionized the carpenters, who struck for higher pay; 
Fitzgerald got ’em all a raise, he got a shorter day. 
Intoxified by this success, he unionized the town, 

And he Federated Labor in a way to win renown. 


He unionized the motor-car, he unionized the bike, 

He unionized the clocks until they all began to strike. 
He unionized the trolleys and he unionized the cabs, 

He unionized the beggars till they wouldn’t ask of seabs. 


He unionized the janitors, he unionized the cooks, 

He unionized the most abandoned murderers and crooks; 
They wouldn’t murder any one who hadn’t Union socks, 
They wouldn’t burgle anything that hadn’t Union locks. 


He unionized the milkmen, who refused to rise till ten; 

He unionized Confederates and made ’em Union men; 

He unionized the debutantes, who called with Union cards; 
He unionized the roosters in suburban poultry yards. 


Alas for poor Fitzgerald! Though a Walking Delegate, 

The Federated Unionists revolted at his state. 

Fitzgerald, mighty leader, was indicted and impeached, 

The Labor Union asked him if he practiced what he preached. 


In vain the man protested-—they were stubborn as a rock ; 
They took his clothing from him, and Fitzgerald had a shock. 
They found Fitzgerald guilty, and they fined him then and there, 
For never having worn a suit of Union Underwear! 


GELETT BURGESS, 


F44S — 





TAKING A CORRESPONDENCE COURSE, 











THEIR CHRISTMAS ‘TREE. 
Mrs. Bruin—* See what Santa Claus has brought you children— a Teddy 
boy apiece!’ 
AN INVOLUNTARY GIFT. 
First thug—‘* A guy down the street guv meh a Chris’mas pres- 
ent of some money.”’ 
‘* Aw, rats! 


First thug —‘ Sure t’ing! 


G’wan!’’ 
But I had a tunk 


Second thug 


him on the head 


afore he’d guv it to meh.”’ 


WHAT HE WANTED. 


O’ Hoolihan—* Oi’d loike t’ see some mirrors thot’d do fer a 
Christmas prisent.’’ 
Clerk ‘* Yes, sir. Hand mirrors?’’ 


O’ Hoolihan ‘No. Oi want wan thot yez kin see yer face in, 
b’gorry !’’ 


DIFFERENT CIRCUMSTANCES. 


HEY stood beneath the mistletoe, 
He listened to her speaking. 
Her voice was gentle, soft and low; 
She told what she was seeking. 


She reached and touched the berries white, 
And then their chat was ended; 

He showed he understood her quite, 
And that he comprehended. 


Now don’t go thinking he indulged 
In sudden osculations 

The florist, it may be divulged, 
Was he, with decorations. 


A LA MODE. 
66 _ why,”’ asks the magazine editor of 
the lady writer of tales of our upper 
classes, ‘‘ but why have you so completely for- 
saken your standards as a purist?”’ 
‘IT do not understand you,’’ replies the 
lady. 
‘*Your manuscripts are full of split in- 
finitives.’”’ 
‘““Oh, that is the 
as applied to language,’”’ 
a smile of pity for his lack of comprehension. 


effect 
with 


new directoire 


she explains, 














THE SENTIMENTAL NATURE FAKER. 
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Canonizes the brute 





q And condemns the human hunter But after all, there isn't 
much choice 


GETTING EVEN. 


R. KILLJOY awakens along 

about three o’clock Christ- 

mas morning, and to his great 

surprise sees Santa Claus at his 
bedside, 

** What are you doing here?”’ 
he asks. 

**T have brought you,”’ says 
Santa, ‘‘a yellow necktie with 
cross stripes of pink, a pipe that 
you can’t smoke, some cigars 
made of veyetables that origi- 
nally were intended for stewing, 
a pair of slippers that would fit 
hams, a bathrobe that you can’t 
get into, and half a dozen 
smeary-looking Christmas 
cards,’’ 

‘*What! Why in the name 
of time do you unload that junk 
on me? Why don’t you give me 
something worth having?’’ 

** Because,’’ Santa retorted 
fiercely, ‘‘ you’ve been going 
around among the children for a 
month or so, telling them there 
isn’t any such man as Santa 


” 


Claus. 


A HUMANE MAN. 
HE handed him his evening 
clothes. They had been 
packed away all summer with a 
moth-exterminating compound, 
As the odor of tar and camphor 
assailed him, his face grew sad. 

** What troubles you, dear?”’ 
asked the wife. 

‘‘T am thinking of these 
clothes.”’ 

‘*It seems to me that you 
ought to look pleased. There 
are certainly no moths in them,’’ 

‘It’s my sympathetic na- 
ture,’’ said the man. ‘‘I can- 
not help it. Sometimes it leads 
me to absurd extremes, as in 
the present instance. Of course 
I’m glad the moths are gone, 
but,’’ he added, with a deep 
sigh, ‘‘ they must have found it 


a horrible death "" 


ONE LEFT. 
66 C@ANTA CLAUS brought me 
a little baby sister for 
Christmas,’’ confides the small 

girl from next door. 

**He did? That was fine!’’ 

answers the neighbor. 
** Yes; an’ it’s th’ only pres- 
ent me an’ Freddie got that papa 
hasn't broken already windin’ it 


up an’ showin’ us how it runs.’’ 


HOPE YOU'RE NOT ONE. 
46 ES; Migglesby is usually 
remembered by his 
friends and relations on Christ- 
mas, but not very well. You 
he is a ten-o’clocker.”’ 
** A ten-o’clocker?’’ asks the 
interested listener. ‘‘ What is 
that?’’ 
‘* A ten-o’clocker is some- 


see, 


body you forget all about until 
ten o’clock the night before 


Christmas.’”’ 





‘THE ROMANCE OF A PAIR OF 
SKATES. , 








Divorced. 





The Christmas Cynic. 


HRISTMAS is coming ! and won’t stay 
away. 
How to prepare for that horrible day 
The bills by the score we’d rather not 
pay, 
The lot of inane old “‘ greetings ’’ we say, 
Or listen to, said by each bore and old 
jay; 
The old obligations we have to obey; 
Wearisome stuff about fat ‘‘ Santa’s 
sleigh,’’ 
And Moore’s aged chestnut, that deadly, 
passé 
‘* Night before Christmas 
it, I pray. 
There once was a time we all thought it 
gay. 
Would that some spell its spirit might 
lay! 
The gift to each servant, that is, ‘‘ em- 
ployé’’; 
The dinner to relatives toothless and 
gray ; 
Their jokes that went, ages ago, todecay, 
But which they recount with an air so 
au fait, 
And will till they’re turned to dust or to 
clay, 
While all must laugh loudly with voice 
like a bray, 
Or grin as the clowns in a circus ring may, 
Though really the ‘* jokers ’’ you’re long- 
ing to flay 
(A feeling that no one’s aliowed to betray), 
Or to plug up their mouths with a bundle of hay, 
Or to order their heads brought in on a tray, 
As ancient Salome, in scanty array, 
Brought in the prophet’s she’d bribed them to slay. 
Such are the thoughts that make one distrait, 
In thinking of Noel. Merry? Nay, nay! 


TUDOR JENKS. 








” 


don’t quote 





















SHE WAS TIRED. 

HE saleslady at the toy counter had shown 

and reshown the toys to the undecided 

shopper. Rabbits, monkeys, 

jacks -in-the-box, jumping 
jacks, trains, velocipedes 





everything had been dis- 
played, manipulated, oper- 
ated, and explained to the 
shopper, but still she could 
not make up her mind. 


w 
‘“*Il wanted vA. 
to get some- * 
thing suitable <= ———<<——— ° 
ae ———., 


for my little 
nephew,’’ she 
reiterated for 


”? 


the  thousand- “That is certainly a queer place for a cherry to grow 
and-oneth time. 

** Yes, madam,’ responded the weary saleslady. ‘‘ You told me that when 
you came in, but I think your nephew has outgrown all these toys while you 
have been at this counter.’’ 


WHAT HE HUNG UP 
AT CHRISTMAS. 

First college stu- 
dent) “‘Old chap, how 
are you! Did you get 
anything this Christ- 
mas?”’ 

Second college stu- 
dent —‘* Got a ten-dollar 
gold piece.’’ 

First college stu- 
dent.‘ Hung up your 
stocking, eh?’’ 

Second college stu- 
dent‘ No; I hung up 
my watch.”’ 























THE AFTERMATH. 


wT WAS the night after Christmas, 
and all through the flat 

Not a creature was stirring, not even 
the cat. 

From father and mother and me and 
the kid, 

Every one was knocked out with 
a pain in his mid. 

Because of the candies we ate for a 
lark, 

And kid from the paint that he 
chewed from his Ark. 


HORACE DODD GASTIT. 




















NOT HARMONIOUS. 


66] AM sure your husband would like these cigars, madam,’’ says the sales- 


man. ‘‘ They are the finest Havana, hand made, and imported.” 
‘“Oh, mercy!’’ she replies. ‘‘ They would never do at all. They are a 
color that would clash horribly with the necktie mother is going to give him.”’ 





Did the Kiddies Enjoy Uncle George’s Presents? Sure! 
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ve a. m.)-—** Uncle Geooorge ! Santa Claus brought 
en!" (Selection from ** Gotierdammerung.”’) 


tmas with Brother Bill 
n for Freddie, a doll for Ger- 
Bob."’ 









































4. Uncle George -** Charlie, what in Harlem do you mean by leaving 
that thing under foot? Me for outdoors before | get killed !" 
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5. Uncle George —‘“‘Sure, it's Bob and his sled. Might have 6. The wreck—** Officer, please put me in jail; it's the only place I'd 
known it.’ feel safe. And, officer, if you dare say ‘ Merry Christmas ‘to me the 
charge will be homicide, and you'll be exhibit ‘ A’!"’ 
















































COLOR-BLIND. 
’M color-blind as I can be 
| I know not red from 
green, 
I could not tell an amber sea 
From one that’s plain 
marine. 


I could not tell you if you asked 
the color of my ink, 

But well I know, though blind I 
be, that Phyllis’s cheek 
is pink. 


When sunset paints the even- 
ing skies 
In wondrous symphonies, 
And all the prism seems to 
rise 
From out the misty seas, 
I know not one from t’other, but 
[ need not e’er be told, 
Despite this awful blindness, that 
my Phyllis’s hair is gold. 





When autumn comes upon the scene, 
~ And with her frosty brush 
Turns all the tender summer green 
On hedge, and tree, and bush 
To gorgeous, flashing hues that seem by Titian’s genius spread, 
I know it not, but I can see that Phyllis’s lips are red. 


NO HARD FEELINGS. 
OMING to a sudden stop, the driver of the automobile jumps out 
of his machine and runs back to where his victims lie upon the 
ground. But one of them is alive, and he is seriously hurt. 

‘** I’m profoundly sorry this happened,’’ says the man from the 
automobile, ‘‘ but it was an accident I could not avoid. I am deeply 
sorry, and I hope you will allow me to settle whatever damages 
there are, and that you will not feel harshly toward me.’’ 

‘‘It’s all right, friend,’’ sighs the surviving victim. ‘‘ That 
other man was my rich uncle and I am his only heir, and, besides, | 
have been carrying a huridred-dollar-a-week accident policy for ten 
years. This is the first time I could ever get action on it. If your 
machine is broken, I'll pay half the repair bill.”’ 


FELT THE AFTER-EFFECTS COMING. 
éé H, WILLIE!”’ exclaimed the little girl next door, ‘‘ come on 
over and help me play with my Christmas things.’’ 


** Don’t bother me now! I just had my Christmas dinner, and I 


” 


want to be left alone! 


AN AUTHOR’S CHRISTMAS. 
oe ELL, Scribbler, old boy, how did Santa use you?”’ 
‘* Not very generously. I got three rejections, two dollars 
for a joke, and a dun from the butcher.’ 


And when the broad and kindly dome —- _— - 
Of heaven rears above, ir i if _ 
And speaks of that supernal home 7 a ‘iy, Y }, nt vy (is 
Where dwells eternal love, | Di ‘ } ao Walle AL ty SS ds \ "On fi, *\ 
They tell me it is blue, and | believe the story oil <i oon eR ey” me ~! LN Wo ete NE yi fi ' | ‘9 0 
true, F ills Ag, cape. | Vhs gee Fo semen SU Wi ' 
For have I not rejoiced to know that Phyllis’s | atin ah ts x . , an * lh a Cy) | 


eyes were blue ? 
JOUN KENDRICK BANGS. 
THWARTED HER. 
6¢ J BELIEVE, just for a joke,’’ says the wife, 
** that I’ll show you folks the love-letter 
John sent me with his first Christmas present 
to me.”’ 

‘Yes, do,’’ suggests John grimly, winking 
at the guests; ‘‘ and I’ll go up to the attic and 
get that hand-painted necktie you sent me at 
the same time.’’ 


“Willie, I sent you out 
Now, go back and see if 


Country teacher 
to wash your face. 
you can’t get that dirty water off your fore- 
head.’’ 

Willie 


won’t reach any furder.’’ 


‘*It’s no use, mum. Me shirt-tail 


¢ ——-_—— - —~ 





— ] 










auf) == 





.,. 
* 


anc 






AN ARCTIC CIRCLE. 
OBSESSED. 
N°’ approacheth that sad season when, for 


some unheard-of reason, 
Every man acquires the notion he must 
saunter out and buy 
Something more or less expensive for a list of 
names extensive, 
Yet with feelings vague as ocean as to what 
or how or why. 


Christmas Day the mail must carry presents 
to Tom, Dick, and Harry, 

Also sisters, cousins, brothers, 
grandmothers galore; 

needs his cash for collars and his wait- 


” 


aunts, and 





Tho’ he 
ings tailor ‘* hollers, 
He must give to many others something 
pretty from a store. 
In this Christmas time obsession there is never 
a digression 
Iivery year they gayly toddle to perform the 
same old stunt. 
There is not a variation 
ation 
Gets the fever in his noddle, and the tailor 


every fellow in cre- 


stands the brunt. Lurana w. SHELDON, 
; FOILED. 
Tt RAMINTA,”’ sighed the enraptured 
. youth, about a week before Christmas, 
| hte ‘what would you think if Santa Claus brought 


me to you as a Christmas present?”’ 








A MOURNFUL OUTLOOK. 


“You say we must be good, and not want things we haven’t got; and you say if we're bad 


we won't get anything. It ain't a very hopeful Christmas, is it, grandpa?’ 


‘« What would I think?’’ asked Araminta, in 
cold, even tones. ‘‘I shouldn’t think anything. 
You knew I don’t believe in Santa Claus.’’ 
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WITH HIS CHRISTMAS TOYS. 








Nuts for Santa To Crack 


p——-—™ HE Twentieth Century youngster 
carefully placed a new ribbon in 
his typewriter, oiled the machine 
thoroughly, and began: 

Dear Santa CiLaus —I have 
about everything I want or need 
this Christmas, and in lieu of a 
collection of gifts I wish you would 
deliver the answers to a number of 
questions which have bewildered 
me almost from my infancy. 

How can you possibly get down 
our chimney, when I experienced 
great difficulty in convincing sis- 
ter’s pet poodle that the trip could be made successfully? 

Why do you give so many presents to those who have money to 
buy them, and so few to those who cannot spare the money? 

How do you manage to sail over oceans, mountains and house- 
tops, when my natural history is suspiciously silent on the subject of 
reindeers wings? 

What excuse can you offer for bringing father something for 
mother’s house, and presenting mother with a gift for her personal 
use only? 

Why do you stack your collection of toys in the stores, thus 
allowing the children to see them long before the holidays? 

How is it that you can appear simultaneously in the toy sections 
of the various department stores? 

Why do you live at the north pole, when it is an accepted fact 
that the best toys are made in Germany? 

Don't you feel silly sleighing in Florida, where there isn’t any 
snow? 

And as the final question, but not necessarily the most unimpor- 
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' 
tant one, why do you keep your clothes and whiskers in that old trunk 
in our storeroom? 
Anxiously yours, 
CHALMOT GUNSON, JR. 
PERRINE LAMBERT. 
GEOGRAPHICAL. 
"— proper to kiss ’neath the mistletoe, 
As history shows; 
But where is the miss 
Who'd not rather be kissed 
Right under the nose? 
} 
' 
} 
r 
} 
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TOO BAD HE's SO BUSY. 
Sumewott Soyld—* 1 want a room and a bath."’ 
Hotel clerk—‘* 1 can give you a room, but I haven't got time to give you a bath." 
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AN HISTORIC DUTCH DUB! 
**Ve gotter gita lunatic commission appointed for dot Pete Minuit. He gits foolisher und foolisher efery day !" 
“Sor Und it is bad to-day, yes?’ 





*Vorse! Donnerweicter, he chust paid dem cigar signs a hundred und tventy dollars’ yort of goot junk for Manhattan Island !" 
| PINKERTON’S CHARITY. 
wee ar) T WAS a raw, stormy night. Mr. Pinkerton was walking heme 
from the club, after a fine dinner that put him on good terms with 
, himself and with the world, when he was accosted by a big, burly 


chap, who requested financial assistance. 

‘* Say, mister, can’t ye help a pore feller what’s lost his leg?’’ the 
beggar whined, as Pinkerton passed along. 

‘* Lost a leg?’’ retorted Pinkerton, eying the man suspiciously. 
‘* Why, you have two legs, haven’t you?’’ 

To all appearances the man certainly had. 

‘Yes, sir,’’ returned the beggar, with a mournful smile that 
stirred Pinkerton’s heart. ‘‘ I’ve got two of ’em left, sir; but my best 
one-—-ah, that is gone forever! I lost it in a railway accident, sir.’’ 

‘For heaven’s sake, what were you before this catastrophe hap- 
pened?’’ cried Pinkerton. ‘‘ A centipede?”’ 

‘*No, sir. Just a plain, ordinary human bein’, sir. The leg I 
lost, sir, was a wooden one, sir, and it used to excite a lot o’ sympathy 
when I got it strapped on. It was worth four dollars a day to me, that 
leg was; but, now it’s gone, I’m the dead-brokest beggar in ninety- 
seven counties,’’ explained the beggar. 

Whereupon Pinkerton gave the fellow a dollar. This at first 
seems an extravagant sum to give to a man like that, but in this case 
it was not so, for Pinkerton is a writer by trade, and he knew he could 
put the incident into words and sell it to some editor for ten or 





eleven dollars. J. K. BANGS. 
WHERE MAMMA LOST. 


ae UNT EMMY,” said the little angel, ‘‘ mamma has thought of 
the nicest kind of a present picked out for you.”’ 
‘* Has she?’”’ asked Aunt Emmy, who was nearly forty, but looked 














. N thirty-five, and said she was twenty-eight. 
ml aN ‘““ Yes; she said it would be the best thing in the world if Santa 
pe Claus would only bring you a husband.”’ 
A WASTE OF DAYS It was at that moment that Aunt Emmy concluded to send her 
See ene ann yun. cegeng deem sister-in-law a ni i sive Christmas card instead of the silver 
Ofhice boy—** My grandmother's dead, and she's going to be buried SISTEE-INn-laW & Nice, Inexpensive Varisumas C — ‘ 
on a holiday !"" punch bow] she had selected. 
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“Mazuma.” ‘De Cush.” “ Emoluments.” “Salary.” ‘“‘Wages.” ‘“‘Pin Money.” “ Dividends.” “*———.” “Graft.” ‘‘ Donations.” “ Retainers.” “The Long Green.” 


WHAT ‘THEY CALL IT. 








How To Make Christmas Presents at Home 


(The first of our famous and helpful “* How To Make ” series.) 





pape P. 
with 


this office. 





By F. P. PITZER 
A TEETHING RING For Bay. 

EEP an old liverwurst in a cool place for a day or so, and then rivet the ends togeth- 
er. Then cover the whole with wursted- oh, pshaw! we mean worsted— wrapping it 
around as closely and tightly as possible. This will prevent the liverwurst from 
biting the baby. 

CoLoGNE BottLe HoLper. 

First have a first-class tailor take the measurements of the bottle. Then take a 
silk sock—-one can be found in almost any eight-dollar-a-week clerk’s washing and 
cut off at the top where the garter generally takes a grip with its tin teeth. Then 
cut a few holes in the top and run some baby ribbon through them, so that the open- 
ing can be readily tightened or loosed. Into the holder thus made slip the bottle. 
If the bag is lined with banana skins, the bottle will slip in more easily. If it is to 


be used to hold a flask instead of a cologne bottle, never mind the baby ribbon or the sock. 


A Jewe. CASE. 


Get a cube of limburger cheese, and with a stiletto cut out the insides and line with zine. 


Cover the outside with wall- 
Sprinkle the interior 
‘Towne’s 
Hair Grower. 

Well recommend- 


ed by such shaggy-haired fun- 


ny fellows as Bill Nye, R. K. Munkittrick, 


W. J. Lampton, and others too humorous to mention.) In a 
few days the grower will cause hair to sprout out on all sides 


and make a fine, soft lining. Building the box from cheese 


makes it stronger and a scentsible gift. 


A Burton Ho.per. 


Cut the stiff bosom from your father’s or husband’s best 
shirt. Tie a ribbon to the name plate at the bottom, and 
then, rolling it upward, tie the same through the excavation 
Close up the 


where his dollar-twenty-five stud usually rests. 


sides of the cylinder thus made with sausage skin, and cut a 
hole in the top just large enough to admit a button. 
make it too large, or it might admit cigar stumps, ashes, 
cuds of tobacco, or other emblems of masculine civilization. 
Baby ribbon can dangle all around it, like a Boer’s whiskers. 
When finished, varnish the whole thing with maple syrup. 
This syrup will catch and hold any burglarious flies that might 


call to steal some of the buttons. 


BooK-MARKERS. 


Perhaps the best book-markers we have ever seen were 
ten chubby little bread-and-jam-covered fingers that evaded 
its nurse and walked up the shelves of our bookcase one day. 
But, of course, every one hasn't these little fingers in the 
house, so we give the following more simple method of mak- 
ing a handy book-marker. Cut a piece of birch bark from an 
elephant’s hide, two inches wide and four inches long. Any 
elephant will stand long enough to permit you to carve a piece 
of hide from his envelope. He may strike you with his trunk, 
but he will soon tire of this. After you have cut out a piece 
of the proper size, chew on one end of it until it has the re- 
semblance of fringe, and then with a red-hot poker burn an 
appropriate motto in the left-hand corner, such as ‘‘ Damn 
the Trusts,’’ ‘*‘ Let Well Enough Alone,’’ 


other quotation appropriate for a quiet 


these mottoes in the hide before it is taken from the elephant. 
We know of only one man who tried to do this, and now he is 
in a place where his poker stays continually red-hot. 


SAVAGE. 


Caller—* Sir, I am collecting for the Poets’ Hospital. 


Will you contribute anything’ 


Editor—-** With pleasure. Call to-night with the ambu- 


ie sae 


av a 


lance and I will have some poets ready.’’ 
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Remarkable 


** Stand 
Do not burn 


sale at 
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Do not 
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Her lips were like a red, red rose, 
Like stars her eyes of blue ; 
Her neck was like the graceful swan’s. 


I loved her. Wouldn't you? 






































TACKED a bull’s- -— on my heart 
They borrowed each a Cupid's dart 


May hit the widest circle fair ; 
Bess struck outside the ring ; 
Belle pulled the cord with eager care, 
But did not hit a thing. 


When Pretty Julia bent the bow 
"Tis only truth to tell 

She shut her eyes and let her go, 
And —well— she rang the bell. €. 
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A HIT. 






s to shoot; 


And told the gir 







And Cupid's wiles to boot. 












L. 8. WATERHOUSE, 


Under the Christmas Tree 





ULLO, Trumpy!’’ said the Tin Soldier to the 
Ae Trumpet, as he looked around him to see who 
had come to sit in the shade of Bobbie’s Christ- 
mas Tree on Christmas Eve. ‘*‘ When did you blow 
in?’’ 

‘*T came with the Rubber Band early in the 
evening, but I don’t think I shall stay,’’ replied 
the Trumpet. 

‘* What’s the matter? Anything gone wrong?’’ asked the Tin Soldier. 
‘*No; but the leader wants me to play duets with the Shoe Horn, 
and he has no music in his sole,’’ said the Trumpet, with a wink at 
the Monkey-on-a-Stick. 
** He’s stronger on his upper notes than you are,’’ said the Toy Cannon; 
‘‘but I don’t wonder at your leaving. I’m going to resign myself. I 
want to do it before I am discharged.’’ 
‘I wish you Toys would shut up,’’ said the Wooden Noah, stick- 
ing his head out of the Ark. ‘‘ You’ve waked up the Jack Rabbit with 
your noise, and he’s kicked the Elephant out of bed.’’ 
‘Well, what if he has? Can’t the Elephant put a sofa cushion on his trunk 
and go to sleep on that?’’ demanded the Monkey-on-a-Stick. 

‘*T never thought of that,’’ said Noah. 

‘You naturally wouldnt, with your wooden head,’’ said the Tin Soldier. 


” 





‘Say, what are you, anyhow— Georgia Pine?”’ 

‘*No; I’m rather Spruce just at present,’’ said Noah, with a broad smile at 
his own joke. 

‘*Gee! What a joke!’’ cried the Monkey-on-a-Stick. ‘‘If that’s the best 


you can do, I should think you’d feel like a chestnut.”’ 


‘* Let him alone, Monk,’’ put in the French Doll. ‘* He can’t help his jokes. 
Of course they come out of the Ark.’’ 
‘* All right, Tow-head,’’ returned the Monkey-on-a-Stick. ‘‘ He’s a cousin of 


yours, ain’t he?’’ 


‘* Not that I know of,’’ said the Doll. ‘‘ What made you think so?’’ 

** Oh, somebody told me you both had the same sawdust in your veins,’’ said 
the Monkey. 

** Oh, well,’’ said the Doll amiably, ‘‘ you’ll be in the family yourself pretty 
soon, I reckon.’”’ 

‘*What! Me?” said the Monkey. 

‘* Yes, you!’’ returned the Doll. ‘‘ Anybody can see that you are stuck on a 
stick.”’ 

** Well, I don’t have to be punched in the chest before I can be got to talk,’’ 
retorted the Monkey. ‘* Why, look who’s here!’’ he added, as the Teddy Bear 
came along. ‘‘ Old Button-Eyes! What’s bruin, Teddy?’’ 

**Trouble for anybody in this crowd that sasses my fiancée,’’ growled the 
Bear, putting both arms around the French Doll and glaring at the Monkey. 

** She’s your honey, eh?’’ laughed the Monkey. 

**That’s what!’’ said the Bear, giving Flaxilocks a good hug. 

!’? grinned the Monkey. 
The Teddy Bear made a jump for the Monkey-on-a-Stick, and in less than a 


‘* Must be made of beeswax! 


A. 
&| By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 


minute the two were engaged in a rough-and-tumble 
fight that so alarmed everybody that the Whistle 
blew three blasts, summoning the little red Patrol 
Wagon; and that is why, when he woke up the next 
morning, Bobbie found the Monkey and the Teddy 
Bear inside the small toy Station House that his 
Uncle Bill had asked Santa Claus to leave under 
the tree for him. 


66 J WASHED my hair to-day.”’ 
‘*And now a load is off your mind.”’ 
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IN ARIZONA. 
Santa Craus—“ Mighty Michael! This is the last 
Christmas delivery I'll make in a country that's too hot for 
the reindeer."’ 





Jameson 


Drawing by Arthur E 
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Diversions of the Re-Echo Club 


By CAROLYN WELLS 








——) RECENT discovery has brought to light 
the long-hidden papers of the Re-Echo 
Club. This is a great find, and all lovers 
of masterpieces of the world’s best liter- 
ature will rejoice with us that we are en- 
abled to publish herewith a few of these 
gems of great minds. Little is known of 
the locale or clientéle of this club, but it 
was doubtless a successor of the famous 








Echo Club of Boston memory. 








bers at Yule-tide. 





By Mr. Tennyson : 


Give me no more! Though worsted slippers be 
The proper gift from woman unto man, 
Component of the universal plan; 

But, oh, too many hast thou given me, 

Give me no more! 


By Mr. Shakespeare : 


To give or not to give, that is the question; 
Whether ’tis nobler on the whole to suffer 

The old exchange of trinkets, gauds and kickshaws, 
Or to take arms against this Christmas nuisance, 
And, by opposing, end it? To buy—to give 

No more; and by that gift to say we end 

The Christmas obligations to our friends 


At this season we append with pleas- 
ure the sentiments expressed by the mem- 


By Mr. Moore : 


’Twas ever thus, from childhood’s baw], 


I’ve seen my fondest hopes decay. 


Whatever I want most of all, 


I do not get it Christmas Day! 


By Miss Procter: 
Seated one day at the table, 
I was stuffy and ill at ease, 
And my fingers wandered idly 
Over the nuts and cheese. 


I know not what I had eaten, 
Or what I was eating then, 

But I struck a delicious flavor 
That I’d like to taste again. 


It linked all elusive savors 
Into one perfect taste, 
Then faded away on my palate 

Without any undue haste. 


I have sought, but I seek it vainly, 
That one lost taste so fine, 

That came from the head of the kitchen, 
And entered into mine. 


By Mr. Riley: 
There, little girl, don’t ery! 
You are awfully broke, I know; 
And of course you’ve spent 
Far more than you meant, 
And lots of bills you owe. 
But at Christmas time one has to buy 


We all are heir to! To buy—to give; 

To give—perchance to get; ay, there’s the rub! 
For in those bundles gay what frights may come 
When we have shuffled off the ribbon bows 

And tissue paper! Who would gifts receive 
Of foolish books and little silver traps, 

That make us rather keep the things we buy, 
Than get these others that we know not of! 
Thus Christmas doth make cowards of us all, 
And notwithstanding our good resolutions, 

Each year we bandy gifts, and follow out 

The same old Christmas programme! 


There, little girl, don’t cry, don’t ery! 


USEFUL ENDS. 


By Mr. Wordsworth : 
It was the very best of pies, 
All plummy, thick and sweet; 
A pie of most prodigious size 
And very few to eat. 
’Twas passing rich, and few folks know 
How rich mince pie can be; 
But I have eaten it—and, oh, 
The difference to me! 
By Mr. Dobson: 


When she gave me cigars (!) 
I smiled at the present. 





Her eyes were like stars am > 
2 : > ave > Clos . — — j 
When she gave me cigars. aii NM es 
(I can stand sudden jars.) ‘orl 
So I looked very pleasant sie ae persis cl 
Wien che nave tah ars (1) John and Willie Smart thought that the large feet of their visiting 
I » | | t tl a i “ country cousin were a huge joke, but 
smiled at the present. 
rs } ., 2 
By Mr. Swinburne: at ‘. », 
\ ee . 








If you eat turkey stuffing, 

And I eat hot mince pie, 
We'll vow that our digestion 
Is quite beyond all question; 
But soon we’ll quit our bluffing 

And curl us up to die, 

If you eat turkey stuffing, 

And I eat hot mince pie. 
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By Mr. Longfellow : YY 
The day is done, and the darkness YY ' 
Falls on our little flat, l i 
As a feather is wafted downward 


From a lady’s mushroom hat. 





WN 


I’ve a feeling of fullness and sorrow 
That is not like being ill, 

And resembles colic only 
As a pillow resembles a pill. 


But the night shall be filled with nightmares, 
And the food that was left to-day 
Shall be given to poor street Arabs, 


, ; ——when they came to hang up their stockings that night they changed 
Or silently thrown away! their tune. 
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A CHRISTMAS POEM WITH INSIDE FACTS. 


HE SNOW on the meadow is drifting 
(I’m writing in August, in truth), 
The trees their bare branches are 
lifting, 
Like patriarchs mourning their 
youth; 
But here on the hearth all is merry 
(I’m out on the porch, as to that), 
The ruddy light gleams on each 
berry. 
(My head is too hot for my hat.) 





Blow, winds of the winter, blow 
madly! 
(It’s ninety-eight here in the 
shade.) 
Our carol we’ll chant blithe and 
gladly. 
(1’m thirsty for more lemonade. ) 
Send all the snow scudding and whirling 
(Inspired by the dust in the road), 
The steam from the hot punch is curling. 
(Hank Scollum just passed with a ‘* load.’’) 
Come, gather the closer together! 
(Please start the electrical fan!) 
What care we for blustering weather? 
(I wish snow would keep in a can!) 
Let’s sit while the fire falls to embers 
(I’m embers right now in this spot), 
And tell tales that each one remembers. 
(it’s August the nineteenth, and hot /) 


W. D. NESBIT, 


HOW QUIET REIGNED. 
é< H, YES,”’ replied the groom, smiling 
sadly; ‘‘ we had a quiet holiday wed- 
ding. The ever-truthful papers re- THE LAST STRAW. 
marked it at the time. Still, it 
might have been quieter, perhaps. There is nothing like a little The ladder worked fine, but just as I was lifting Lucy off, the thing 
foresight, and we had guarded against any fuss, and particularly lost its balance and fell across the conservatory. They say you can 
wanted to get away from the house without a burst of acclaim. hear a pin drop. You can, by a reasonable amount of listening, hear 

** Well, we knew there would be a bunch at the door with rice a ladder drop across a conservatory. The old folks hadn’t been let 
and stuff, so I had fixed a ladder at the window of the room in which — in on the ladder part of the scheme, and didn’t tumble with it. The 
the presents were cold-storaged, and had an auto waiting in the alley. old lady looked into the room, saw the open window, retreated so 
rapidly that she knocked a set of presentation 
china off the table, and then, getting to the head 
of the stairs yelled, ‘ Burglars!’ to the guests, 
and rolled all the way down into their midst. 
Papa-in-law rushed out and fired a couple of 
shots at us before we could establish relationship. 
Now most of these incidents were more or less 
audible. Somebody telephoned for the police, 
and a patrol wagon came gonging up just as the 
auto began to move. Before we’d got a real 
good start, the chauffeur ran into a milk wagon, 
overturning it and shattering a million bottles; 
and what this didn’t do toward marring the 
quietude we had devised, the language of the 
milkman seemed likely to do. While I was 
trying to pacify him and telling him to hush 
before he had mussed a festal occasion all up, a 
copper arrested me and the chauffeur for being 
on the wrong side of the street, and the wedding 
guests who came to bail us out brought a sub- 
sidized Salvation Army band with them. 

‘Oh, it was a quiet wedding, all right. 
Call around and see us. Lucy is over the hys- 
terics caused by the depressing calm of the 
function. But don’t say anything about this 
quiet business, will you? Lucy might have a 


relapse.’’ HENRY JAMES, 














HIS IMPRESSION. 
6“ ES,’’ said the fair young thing; ‘‘ that 
Christmas punch you just tasted is made 
Woenen UsWer aceite icine 
from a recipe that has been treasured in the family 
for centuries. The earliest authentic record we 
have of it was in the lifetime of my great-great- 
ever-so-great-grandfather, whose suit of armor 
stands in the hall.”’ 
‘¢Tf he drank much of that punch,’’ observes 
» young man, who has had two glasses of it, 
AND IN SOCIETY! the young , 
‘“ he must have wished he was wearing that armor 


Mrs. Upton—‘ Isn't Mrs. Parke a strange woman ?” ee : : ide.” 
Mrs. Fair“ Yes ; she is really in love with her husband.” on his inside instead of his outside. 








How Bill Boggs Became a Christmas Tree 
































1. The kids “So you want something for Christmas, do you? 2. The kids—‘* Sure! here’s something—you have to be all white 
Well, how would you like to play Santa Claus for us?” to play Santa Claus."’ 
Bill —* Fine anything in it?” 
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3. The victim —** Well, this sure is a merry Christmas Eve, 4. The victim—** Oh, fury! as if 1 wasn’t feelin’? bad enough 
walkin’ ‘round like a ghost, gittin’ ithanded to me by fresh kids, without gittin’ a peep at that Merry Widow roll. 1 don't 
an’ now it's startin’ to rain an’ this four will soon be paste. Gee!” believe there is that much money ! Wow, it's blustery!” 
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R.. ; The wictim Oh, gee! a hurricane o' real money, an’ me 6. The victin—“ Hello, fambly! How do you like your Christmas 
-_ wey in me pockets by that paste! Oh, luck! the mazuma tree ? Kind o° decorated fer the occasion, what? Send Wilbur out 
; is stickin’ to the paste, too fera thousand dollars’ worth 0’ Dutch lunch an’ we'll celebrate !"’ 





MEDICINE HAT. Stringin’ popcorn for the 


H, THERE’S a spot I wot of where the arctic winds blow free; Christmas tree is all the go 

_ week wy a pepo yee sometimes two or three; here just now. Eimer Prindle 
e sun is ever hidden in a semi-frozen sky . : 

i i Ky, has been poppin’ corn for Miss 


And a snowfall isn’t counted ’less it’s thirty-some feet high. 


It’s the place to wear a bearskin and snowshoes, broad and flat Lutie Bibbins to string sever- 


Medicine Hat! al evenings lately. Old man 
Rearing, tearing Medicine Hat! Bibbins says if Elmer would 
Old Boreas comes howling, fills his bellows up, and waits Stop poppin’ corn and pop the 
For a chance to send a shiver through the backbone of the States; question once, it would suit 
And Jack Frost, the polar artist, has headquarters every fall, him a dang sight better, as 
Where he sketches icy patterns ere he makes his winter’s call. kerosene and wicks cost mon- 


It’s a spot where big storms centre in one everlasting spat 
Medicine Hat! 
Untamed, queer-named Medicine Hat! 


ey, and it takes about a cord 
of wood every night to keep 
; the air-tight stove goin’ while 
It’s a cold-storage station, many miles from anywhere, 


§ . Elmer is callin’ and poppin’ 
With a weather man, some Injuns, and perhaps a polar bear. : , poppin 


What goes on there in summer, why, no one seems to know, — 
Sut there’s always something doing when the north winds start to Silas Renfrew’s birthday 
7 ; a ;, aw ; , . : comes on Christmas, and so 
‘or here’s the place ole inter is sure of standing pat— . i. ? 
} . eI many of his wife’s folks are 


Medicine Hat! 
Blustering, flustering Medicine Hat! 





undecided whether to give 
= a him a birthday present or a 
So watch the weather signals when the sky is overcast ge 
; ee : Christmas present ‘ , 
And if you see the cold-wave flag a-flying from the mast, ® pousent Gat oe 
Just read the yellow bulletin and see if it don’t state, 
‘* A howling blizzard’s coming at a sixty-five-mile gait.”’ 
And if you look the message o’er, you’ll see it’s dated at how! He got two presents 
Medicine Hat! a from his wife last Christmas 
Snowy, blowy Medicine Hat! 
VICTOR A. HERMANN, 


usually don’t get either. Sile 
says gol ding the luck, any- 


a pair of twins. 
ROY K. MOULTON, 


CHRISTMAS NOTES FROM THE BASSWOOD BUGLE. had to hunt around and 
ETH PURDY says, by gravy! he is goin’ to give his wife a find a handle and fit it 

box of cigars and genuine imitation French briar pipe for into the axe, and then 
Christmas this year. Last year she give him a point-lace run back to the creek 
corset cover, a buckhorn-handled curlin’-iron and a set of and bréak the ice with 
vermin furs. the axe, and then jump 
Grandpa Binks has got eighty-seven pairs of slippers, and he’ in. By that time the 
says his grandchildren must think he is a centipede along about flames. in his cotton 
Christmas time. whiskers was gainin’ 
Ye editor wishes it distinctly understood that he has all the great headway, but aft- 
neckties he needs. Last year he got forty-seven for Christmas, and — er he, had swum around 
when he tried to wear one of them to the Old Settlers’ picnic last in the water for about a 
summer, he was pinched for disturbin’ the peace and incitin’ a riot. — half an hour they was 
The office bull pup ate up two of them, and went mad with the rab- — put out; but he was laid 
bits in his interior from hydrophoby, and bit Anse Hilliker, our pop- up with the sciattical 
ular and congenial chattle mortgage shark, on, the leg, breakin’ rheumatiz for six weeks. 
three teeth and ruinin’ his digestion. Mrs. Ye Editor made the Hank. also lost a large 
balance of the neckties into a crazy quilt, which was raffled off for part of his own whis- 
the benefit of the heathen by the Ladies’ Aid. A quilt ain’t much _ kers, which he was let- 








use to a heathen, far as we can see, as it is generally plenty hot in tin’ grow in order to * Olan 
heathen countries. No neckties this year, please! What we need _ sell them in the spring ae ee es 
— : y A, : wai I = AN UNFORTUNATE WISH. 
most is a pair of pants. Come one, come a to a plasterer over to 19 °5'= oink: doe oll fast cemnenes 1 wanted 6 
Hank Tilson says no more Santy Claus actin’ for him. Last Pinckney Junction. job like dis!" 


time he was Santy Claus at 
the Christmas tree at the Hard 
Shell meetin’ house, he went 
out back of the church to 
smoke his pipe a while without 
takin’ off his cotton whiskers, 
which caught fire. He ran 








down to the engine house of 
Wide-awake Hose Company 
No. 1, and turned in an alarm, 





and waited around for a while 
for the company to come and 
extinguish him; but said com- 
pany was busy with the hook 
and ladder, takin’ presents off 
the Christmas tree and didn’t 
hear the fire bell, and Hank 
had to run down to Swazey 
Creek. When he got down 
there he found the ice was so 
thick he couldn’t jump in, so 
he ran back to Tibbitt’s gen- 
eral store and picked the lock 
on the front door with a but- A DISCONCERTING QUESTION. 


tonhook, and went in and tried Father —‘* Wasn't Santa Claus good to bring you all these things ?” 

to find an axe. He found an Johnny (quaveringly, and looking earnestly at his trains of cars, tin soldiers, games, books, sets of bloc ks, — 

. . say wagons, mechanical toys, plaster schoolhouses, Noah’s Arks, music boxes, toy phonographs, trolley cars, ‘Teddy 

axe all right, but it didn’t B 6 . YS | “agg gett “ ¢ th 9p prous t n- 
ears, picture cards, candy boxes, soldier suits, bows and arrows, toy guns, and other things too numerous to mé 


have any handle in it; and he tion) —** Yes; but ain't you an’ ma goin’ ter give me nothin’?” 
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CAUGHT WITH THE GOODS ON. 


















































HER FRIEND’S OPINION. 
“ . ad 
My husband is a regular crank on rugs. 
“ int aoe ie . . 
My dear, you are too conservative. Your husband impresses me as being a regular crank even on bare floors.” 





THE MISSING GIFT. 


HE SCENE is a vision de- 
lightful, 


A glorious, wonderful sight 
A tree with its branches, as right- 


ful, 
All gleaming with tinsel and 
light, 
O’erladen with Christmas-tide 
treasure, 
But lacking allurement for 
me 


The gift that I’d prize beyond 
measure 
Is not on the tree, 


A smoking set costly for father, 
For which he'll be grateful 
until 
He learns that for him is the bother 
Of meeting the following bill: 
Choice gifts for both friend and 
relation, 
But that which I’m longing to 
see 
I note, with a sinking sensation, 
Is not on the tree. 


A necklace of beauty for mother, 
In satin-lined casket dis- 
played; 
A split-second watch goes to 
brother; 
Remembered are butler and 
maid; 

And also some presents I capture, 
But Fate has a bitter decree 
The gift that would surely enrap- 

ture 
Is not on the tree. 


I mention my sorrow to Milly, 
As we, in the dusk, sit apart. 
She merrily answers, ‘* How silly 
To seek on the tree for a 


heart! 
Your wit must be slothfully sleep- 
ing, 
Or else you would know it to 
be, 


Because it is now in your keeping, 
It’s not on the tree.”’ 
ELLIOTT FLOWER, 





“A Gift without the Giver” 


By PORTER 
(Author of 


LOWLY and _ bash- 
fully, yet insistent- 
ly, Mr. 
thrust his two hun- 

thirty 

pounds between a 

fat lady with many 

bundles and a thin 
in difli- 


("e 


we 
mesesenle e — 


= Flannigan 
 » 
— 
~*~ 
Z 


dred and 


PAWS 
| 





W 


a lady without any, and fronted, 


| dent desperation, the tired saleswoman, 





worn with Christmas shoppers and fool 


questions, 





re) **]T want to git,’’ he said mechanical- 
ly, for it was the eleventh time that he 
had repeated the that one 


‘a prisint for a ilderly gintleman.”’ 








remark in 
store, *‘ 
‘‘Phonographs only at this counter,’’ returned the saleslady. 
‘* Do you want one of them?’’ 

Mr. Flannigan rubbed a seraggy chin with a stumpy finger. 
rs ‘* What are they?’’ 


‘There’s one playing now-—at the end of the counter, 


he said; and then, 
there,’’ 
returned the saleswoman. ‘‘ C-a-a-a-a-a-a-ash! Say, Loocy, d’yer 
wanter keep this lady waitin’ all night?”’ 

Mr. Flannigan edged his way through throngs of clustering 
lust of shopping, to the end of the 


Then he 


obsessed with the 
remained for a long three 


femininity, 
counter, and there 
edged his way back again. 
‘ How much are they?’’ he demanded of the saleslady. 
‘* All the way from eleven-fifty up,’’ 
ords is twenty-five, fifty, seventy-five,and one dollar 


minutes. 


was the response. ‘‘ Rec- 
some one-fifty.’’ 
**Give me a ’liven-fifty wan,’’ requested Mr. Flannigan. 
‘* How many records?’’ asked the girl. 

** Six 
** Any particular toons or recitations 


twinty-foive-cint wans.”’ 
9» 
‘* Pick me out some good, frish wans; thot’s all.’’ 
And it was done. 
* * * * + + 

It was not without excitement that, on Christmas morning, Mr. 
wooden box that contained the phono- 

This he 
than a semblance of daylight, 


Kerrigan opened the large 


graph, and picked therefrom a card. ‘ took to the only win- 
dow in the flat that admitted more 
and read: 
To Mr. Martin Kerrigan, 
from his old friend, 
W. J. Flannigan. 


MIRRY CHRISMUS 


Then he looked in the box. 
‘“Now phwhat th’ divvle!’’ he said; 


Phwhat d’yuh make av this? 


then, 
Dom’d if Flannigan ain’t 


and ** Honoria, 
Honoria! 
sint me a tin horn and six boxes av talcum powdher! 
all th’”’ 


Sut one glance solved the mystery for his erudite and sophisti- 


se hivins! av 


eated offspring. 
**Oh!”’ she cried delightedly, 
‘“*“A whatty-graft?’’ queried her ‘ Though 
yez c’n thrust Flannigan for gettin’ nixt to anny old koind av a 


‘‘ it’s a phonygraft!’’ 
father puzzledly. 


graft there is aroond.’”’ 
“It’s a phonygraft!’’ exclaimed his “a 


let’s 


daughter again. 
makes tunes and things that sound almost like real music. Oh, 
try it! Shall we?’’ 
Her father grunted. 
**Hilp yuhself,’’ he 


he sind me a gallon av 


go as far as yez loikes. * * * 


Mon’gahela loike Oi sint him. 


said; ** 
Phwhy di’n’ 
Flannigan’s a good felly, but he ain’t got anny sinse, and always 
was.”’ 

Trying to hide his 


interest, and succeeding but indifferently 


well, he watched his daughter assemble the component parts of his 
Christmas zift. And anon she turned to him. 
‘*There!’’ she said. ‘‘ It’s all ready. Shall I turn it on, or 


” 


or you? 
‘You c’n be th’ 

with a little giggle of delighted anticipation, she turned the lever. 
At first there was but a raucous churning, and then a vague and 


shtarter,’’ he said, with lofty indifference; and 


“Daly, the Troubadour,” 


EMERSON BROWNE 


“The Prodigal ” and other stories.) 


non-understandable announcement, given in a metallic baritone. 


Then a few more throaty revolutions, and there came from the 
mouth of the horn: 

‘* Dhrunk again, eh, ye big gaby?”’ 

The next few words were lost in the 
‘* Phwhat’s thot?’’ that came from the thin lips of Mr. 

There followed from the phonograph: 

‘Don’t talk to me, ye fat ould blathershkite! Yuh folks would 
this counthry a koindness av they had shtrangled 


yez don’t know nothin’— 


sudden and 


angry, 
Kerrigan, 


have been doin’ 
yez at burth. 
yez are a disgrace to humanity and a practickle joke on mankoind!’’ 

**Ain’t it grand!’’ exclaimed his daughter; but Mr. Kerrigan 


Yez ain’t good f’r nothin’ 


raised a clenched hand warningly. 

** L’ave it finish,’’ he commanded; ‘‘ 
Just l’ave it finish.’’ 

On chattered the phonograph blithely; 
ye pin-headed ould omadhoun? 


l’ave it finish. Thot’s all. 


** So ye’re gittin’ mad, are ye, 
G’wan! Yez couldn’t lick a postage stamp! Yez ain’t got loife 
enough tuh turn over in bed! You foight? Huh! My ju 
mother licks eight loike yez ivery marnin’ before breaklas¢, Just to 
git a appetoite! You foight? Don’t make me laff!’’ 

And that was all. For out the window went the phonograph, 
there sent by one blow from the heavy fist of the enraged Mr. Ker- 


gran’- 


rigan. 

‘Oh, father!’’ cried the girl, in surprised tearfulness. 

‘* Don’t ‘ Oh, father!’ me!’’ stormed her parent, as he reached 
wrathfully for his hat. ‘‘ Not aven a dom’d machine c’n talk to me 
loike thot an’ git away wid it! An’ as for that scut Flannigan’ 

+ * * o * * 

It was afterward declared, by those who were fortunate enough 
to see it, to be one of the prettiest impromptu little affairs of its 
kind that one may ever hope to witness. 

It lasted only one round, to be sure 
for full fifteen minutes by the barte nee? s watch, and he 


; but that one round endured 
was not 
the man to exaggerate. 

That 
man gave 


same gentle- 
out the 
sion that it was a draw, 


though several specta- oe | 
7 
tors asserted that the LY 


deci- 


fight was clearly Mr. 4 dil; aro 
| Wy; 4 
Flannigan’s on points. yi 
Nor did there spring “a pS 
from it a feud. For ( ie 
after the battle, you 
i 
know, there was ample “ , 
‘ my ae Ny 
time and ample leisure yy % iA : 
. . aan Prd é ( 1, a 
for explanation and ? — ee 
elucidation; and the vw 
bartender, who was a ee 
~ Bi) 


large man and who had 
a phonograph of his 
and 


own, undertook, 


successfully, to pour oil 
on the 


the while putting beef- 


troubled waters, a 


 & 
—_ 


f 


steak on a troubled eye. 


* * * 


Mr. Flannigan slow- ¥ 


reached : ‘@ i 


ly, twingingly, 





for the Mon’gahela hee 
bottle. s Ma 
Th’ nixt toime Oi Ls 
give a Chris’mas prisint AB 
loike thot,’’ he declared, Cae 7 \ 


_ 
kymondD WER 


‘it'll be to a Orangey, 
on Saint Pathrick’s 


Day; and Oi’ll know 

what Oi’m givin’, be 

hivins! © °° Pass th’ DRAMATIC POSSIBILITIES. 

Sees —e 1 - ““Don’t stand there looking like a fool. 
pitcher, Martin. Thats Ren and ant o waving sicees men —f'm gO 


th’ b’y.’’ 


ing to fall!’ 





NERVY NAT SPENDS A REAL ENJOYABLE CHRISTMAS. 
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1. Nervy Nat—* Now, if this isn't deplorable at this time, above all 


others, to be onder suspicion! ‘That Irish pest behind the night-stick is 
none other than O"Toole, ‘wan ay th’ foinest,’ and | could talk till the 
Democratic parcy elected a President and fail to convince him of the legiti- 


macy of this outfit. No furnished room in the ‘Tombs for muh this night.”’ 
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3. Nervy Nat—* By the ghost of Kris Kringle, where am 1? I can 
hang here no longer It would be my proverbial luck to land in a nest of 
bulldogs should [let go. Is there no rest on this planet for my rough- 
housed soul Well, here goes, and good luck to me.”’ 
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5. Nervy Nat (as he lands on the tabley—‘* Good morrow, merry gentle- 
men, may nothing you dismay.” 

Chorus —** What in ! Sufferin’ Moses! Merey! Goodness me! 
Help! Oooooh! Why, it’s Santa Claus!” 

Nervy Nat—‘* Margaret wins the prize, she guessed right. Santa 
Claus, at your service. Go on with your celery tonic; don’t mind me.”’ 

















2. Nervy Nat —‘ 1 know nor care not where this ladder leads to—anything 
to get rid of the Hibernian atmosphere that seems to permeate my very be- 
ing. For the nonce I seem to have lost him. Mayhap he met some servant 
girl, At all events, shake him, Nervy. Keep on going. ‘here's plenty 


of room at the top."’ 
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4. Nervy Nat—*‘ Sure, Mike! just as I thought. What infernal idiot ever 
invented skylights, and I'm carrying a couple of truck loads of snow with 
me. Methinks some one is going to get it in the clavicle. Going down!" 
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6. Nervy Nat—*‘ Yes; you see, I am traveling in an aeroplane this season, 
and the infernal thing blew up just as I was over your gayety shop. — It was 
kind of you to crown me king of the night, and if one of you cloak models 
don't kiss me-—I'm under the mistletoe—I'll kiss myself,” 

Chorus—* For he's a jolly good fellow."’ . 
Nervy Nat—“ Merry Christmas to everybody." 
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The Elopement 


(“Cherchez la Femme.’’) 


<7 GREAT red-trunked pines tow- 
ered high above, and all the 
ground was cushiony with the 
dried, brown needles. The still 
air was drenched with the 
warm, pungent odor of bals am 
and resin. 

In the midst of this, seem- 
ingly a forest primeval, like a 
modern oh, a very modern 
dryad, sat, picturesquely en- 
sconced with her dainty feet 
beneath her and her back 
against her chosen trunk, her 
large straw hat tossed aside, 
Mrs. Major; and leaning against 
another trunk, at a medium dis- 
tance, which expressed at once 
respect and adoration, his roll-brimmed fedora in one pudgy hand 
and the other pudgy hand tugging at a mustache so black and so 
curly-cue as to intimate persistent tampering with nature, stood the 
count. 

Fair was Mrs. Major fair, but not yet fat nor forty. These 
two qualities were supplied by the count, who, not fair, was fat and 
more than forty. His mustache, as said, was an artistic triumph; 
his hair above his sloping forehead the sloping forehead of the 
house of Ventrebleu—-was bristly and pompadour and black; and his 
nose —likewise the nose of the house of Ventrebleu —was long and 
thick. The antithesis of Mrs. Major, he gazed, in an utter abancon- 
ment (ostensibly) of languor, down upon her; she gazed, of course 
oblivious, at her hat. 

** Angel!’’ declared the count. ‘* Ket shall be this afternoon 
l’aprés-midi?’’ 

Mrs. Major darted a shy look upward, and winked both eyes. 

‘My husband has practically left me; I shall leave him,’’ she 
said defiantly. 

**Cochon!’’ growled the count ferociously; and he translated, 
‘‘ Peeg!”’ 

‘* Louee!’’ remonstrated Mrs. Major gently. 

‘*T do retract,’’ avowed the count, his fierceness humbled. ‘* Le 
mari de mon ange ees not one peeg— but ne-ar eet.”’ 

‘* He has cared for nothing but fishing all through this holiday.’’ 

‘*Feeshang! Mon dieu! to perfair feesh to an angel!’’ 

The count, waving both hands, apparently was in the extreme 
throes. 

‘* He goes all day, and what am I to do?’’ 

‘* What can an angel do but find o-tair compagnie? Peeg! To 
perfair feesh to one such a wife!”’ 

‘* He deserves to lose me!’’ 

‘* Assurément, he doz.”’ 

** You would not leave me, to go fishing?’’ 

“1? I amnopeeg! Nomdedieu! I hate the feesh— things 
of feel detestable—and I love madame. Why should I feesh or evair 
leave mon ange?’’ 
** Louee!’’ 

Mrs. Major extended a shapely hand. The count, stooping, 
kissed its back; then, straightening, he swelled and posed like a 
pouter pigeon. 

** Bet shall be this afternoon, mon ange. 

**Can it be arranged, do you think?’’ inquired Mrs. Major. 

The count swelled farther. He gesticulated, as if warding away 


” 


annoying flies. 

‘* Arr-rr-rrange! Arr-rr-rrange! I-ee —- moi 
I-ee will arr-rr-rrange. Leesten, mon ange. We 
will r-ride, you and I, before deenair, for to weet- 
ness the sunset; such will axcite no com-ment  -have 
we not of-ten ride, you and I? But —(and the count, 
with a dramatic pause, dramatically continued) -we 
will retur-rn —. nevair!’’ 

** And then?’’ 

‘*They will not meess us until deenair; they will 
not be alar-rm until eet grow dark; we shall take 
tr-rain, and be far away, deestant; and then, mon 
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ange, la belle France! There ees no peegs in France. When we 
feesh, we take our wifes.”’ 

** Louee!’’ 

Mrs. Major smiled eestatically. She had smiled thus in the 
mirror, and had approved. 

** Mon ange!’’ 

"Twas later (it could not very well be otherwise, save through 
the flexibility of historical romance) when the pair reappeared at the 
little summer-resort ranch-house, which had ceased to feed its milk 
to the stock, but fed the same to boarders instead, with much more 
profit; and it was still later (again in accordance with the onward 
march of Father Time) when the count, in riding boots, cloak upon 
arm, approached, across the deserted porch, his angel. 

** R-ready, toi?’’ he inquired gallantly. ‘‘ The horses delay for 
madame.’’ He whispered sibilantly, significantly, ‘‘Come! We 
fly-ee!’’ 

Mrs. Major, in divided skirt, seanned him with a worried ex- 
pression, and as if scarcely seeing him. 

** Frank hasn’t come back yet,’’ she said. 

«The peeg !’ 

‘* He left word that he would be back at five, and now it is half- 
past! Something must have happened to him!’’ 

** But we do not care, we! We leave Fr-rank. We leave all 
peegs. So much the bettair eef he not back. Away! Let us fly-ee!’’ 

‘** But what do you suppose has become of Frank?’’ 

‘“*“Nom de dieu! Let us not stand and talk of Fr-rank! We 
have not’ang to do the more with Fr-rank. He ees a peeg. The 
horses wait us. And obsairve (the count lowered his voice impress- 
ively) I have on my my trousair ordinaire; I put them outside 
my boot, at the station, and, behold! change complete!’’ 

‘*T am so worried. It looks like rain.’’ 

**Of my cloak militaire I will cover mon ange.”’ 

** But Frank~ Frank ought to be back. He said that he would 
be back at five. He told them all so. He will get wet.’’ 

** Peegs who feesh ought to get wet.’’ 

** Well, I can not go one step until Frank is back.’’ 

** You will not fly-ee? You will not elope, then?’’ 

‘* What! go and leave my husband when he said that he would 
be back at five, and now it. is half-past? Certainly not!’’ 

‘* But madame was planned to leave him, wasn’t she?’’ 

‘*T wasn’t worried about him then.”’ 

‘*Mon dieu! And all is prepair. The time makes so opportune. 
Come, mon ange. The peeg—-he will arr-rrive, with hees feesh so 
nasty.’’ 

‘*1T notice that you eat them just the same. You ate six this 
morning.”’ 

‘*T but pull the fleece ovair Fr-rank’s eyes. 

‘* Nonsense. I’m sure that you do him no favor by eating the 
fish that he works so hard to get. He had scarcely a mouthful him- 


self, and you ate six. I counted,.”’ 

‘* Madame counted! And madame did devour five herself, I do 
not see where she had the time to count, she was so busy.”’ 

There was a strained silence, indicative of mutual indignation 
and offended dignity. In gentler tone the count resumed, 

‘‘Is mon ange to accompagner her Louis to la belle France this 
night?’’ 

‘1 said that I shall not stir a step until I see Frank. He may 
be wet, and he must change his clothes.’’ 
The count gesticulated wildly. He addressed the sky. 
“* She will not elope until she change the clothes of her husband 


(Continued in advertising section.) 





A JOINT DEBATE. 





LITTLE JOHNNY AND THE TEDDY BEARS. 


THE TEDDIES PLAN A NIGHT ATTACK UPON OLD SANTA AND HIS PACK. 























1 Iwas Christmas Eve, and John, in glee, 
Had read of stockings and of tree ; 
And all the ‘Teds, with lifted paws, 
Heard with delight of Santa Claus, 

















3. At midnight Johnny hears a noise 
Like Santa coming with the toys 
hey spring trom bed, all armed, and run, 
lo find the Saint and have some fun 
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5. ‘The gun goes off oh, fearful sound !— 
And wakes the sleepers all around 
he Teds and Johnny shake with fear 
lo see a wrathful dad appear 


























2. ** Let’s stay awake!"’ they all demand, 
** And all attack him in a band. 
With guns and brooms we ll wait around 
And jump up at the slightest sound. "’ 
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4. But oh, alas! for boy and bear, 
No jolly Saint is lurking there. 
A mighty rat is all they see, 
Which starts for them alarmingly. 
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6. He does not seem to understand 
Phe merry-making they had planned. 
‘The broomstick, brought in for the fray, 
He uses quite a different way. 


The First Series of the adventures of “ Little Johnny and the Teddy Bears” is now ready in handsome book form. Price, 60 cents. For sale 
by book dealers everywhere, or sent postpaid upon receipt of price by Judge Company, Fifth Avenue and Madison Square, New York. 
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The Very Newest Idea in 


PRUDENTIA 


Life Insurance 
A Statement by the President: 


“ee “" HERE is no other business which bears so important a relation to the welfare 

a of the family as that of Life Insurance. The Prudential’s object is to provide 

for the men and women of the United States the most practical form of Life 

Insurance Protection—that which will contribute most completely to the welfare of 
those for whose benefit Life Insurance is taken. 


With this sincere purpose in mind, The Prudential is issuing a Life Insurance 

Policy which, it is believed, meets more closely the necessities of the family—those 
ae SS ’ who are left behind when the breadwinner dies—than any other form of Life Insur- 
g GIBRALTAR | ance before the American people to-day. 
, It is called the Monthly Income Policy, from the fact that the proceeds, instead 
of being payable in one sum, are paid to the family in a series of checks on the first 
of each month,—and continue for a period of 20 years or for the lifetime of the 
Beneficiary if it has been so selected. 

The great advantages of this plan are apparent. Think of being able to leave 
your wife a Monthly Income,—a guaranteed sum which nothing can disturb—not 
affected by hard times, bad judgment in investments—which cannot be lost, depre- 
ciated or stolen—but which will come to her regularly every month for twenty years, 
or her lifetime, thus enabling her to adjust the family expenditures, relieving her 
from all worry and putting poverty out of reach. 

This is just what the new Monthly Income Policy accomplishes it pays the rent, the household bills, provides 
food, clothing, education for the children perpetuates your salary in fact all by a monthly Income which cannot fail. 

THE COST of this policy is low. For example, if you should be 30 years old you could, by paying The Pruden- 
tial $167.35 per year (which means a saving of only $13.95 per month, or about $3.50 per week), assure to your 
family after your death—$50 Every Month for 20 years, or $12,000 in all! At slightly higher cost, you could make 
this Income payable to your wife or daughter for her entire lifetime. This is called the Whole Life Plan. 

You can also arrange to confine all your payments to the Company to the first 20 years after taking out the 
Policy. This is called the 20 Payment Life Plan. 

Now suppose you would like to arrange to protect your own old age - to assure yourself of an Income which 
would start 20 years from to-day, if living, and last for 20 years longer, or for you as long as you live and your wife 
as long as she lives if she survives you. This can be done too, under the Endowment Plan. 

Suppose you and your wife were both 40 years of age: $214.20 per year (a saving of $4.12 weekly) paid to the 
Company for 20 years would provide a guaranteed Income of $25 per month, beginning at age 60 and continuing as 
long as either you or your wife should live, and in any event for not less than 20 years. 

Every rate and value in this Policy is absolutely guaranteed in the Policy itself while back of it are the great 
resources of The Prudential. 

The success already attending this new Monthly Income Policy proves that it is striking the keynote of 
popular demand. You cannot afford to ignore a method of providing for your family or for your own old age a 
protection so sensible, so sure, so convenient, and so inexpensive. We wish to tell you what The Prudential can 
do for You in this matter. Write now while the subject is fresh in your mind. We will furnish you full 
Information just adapted to Your particular case. 

Remember, we believe this to be the greatest plan for the protection of your family ever devised marking an 
epoch in Life Insurance. You should take advantage of it, for your family’s sake. Write Now to 


The Prudential Insurance Co. 
OF AMERICA ° 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey. 
President 


Home Office: Newark, N. J. 
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ANCOME 





In order that we shall know where you read this we would appreciate it if you would mention this publication in your letter. 

















JUDGE 


WISHES 





A MERRY 


CHRISTMAS 


TO 


ALL 





ITS NUMEROUS PATRONS. 
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QUALITY is the first consideration in whiskey 
and the index of quality~ is the “brand” or name 
it goes by~. 

There is an. aristocracy~ among brands which 
means much to the dealer who wishes to 
cater to the best trade. 

That aristocracy~ is limited, the very~ name 
of these elect suggests rich and rare quality. 


lL W. HARPER 
is the brand of brands, the «Aristocrat of the 
Aristocracy, and its quality is worthy of its name. 
The mere mention of HARPER> to an old time con- 
noisseur brings the smile of perfect approval to his face. 


HARPER IS 

THE KIND YOUR GRANDFATHER USED. 
Its production and distribution are closely controlled 
with the view of restricting its sale to the very best 


class of cealers. Never marketed until fully matured. 
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BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO. LOUISVILLE. 


She—*‘Women have cleaner minds Mrs. Brown——-‘‘Is your’ husband 


than men, anyhow.’’ religious man, Mrs. Smythe?’’ 
He—* Naturally. 


oftener they change them.’’ 


Look how much 
Kechange. has recently bought a motor car.’’ 
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Mrs. Smythe—‘ He used to be, but he 





The Elopement. 
(Continued) 
whom she is going to deser-rt! Nom de 
dieu! And I prepair, and I am asked 
to wait until she meenistair to the 

vetements of one peeg!’’ 

** He is not a pig!’ 

‘Very well, madame. The horses 
| will be unsaddle. And early in the mor- 
jnang Jgo but I goalone.  I-ee go for- 
ev-air! I will climb the stage that 
chariot feroce! Your Louis will be de- 
part. I will ordair my breakfas’ thees 
nignt, for early—very early.”’ 

*“*I don’t care. You aren't ‘my 
Louce.’ Go cr stay, just as you choose. 
I’m sure that I have more respect for 
a man who will catch his own fish than 
for a man who will make love to the 
wife and then eat the fish! And if you 
were anything of a man you’d offer to 
scurry out and look for Frank and bring 
him to me.”’ 

*Br-ring him to you! Br-rr-rring 
him to you! Sacré nom! Nev-air! 
Nev-air! Adieu, madame. I am de- 
part.”’ 

The count stalked majestically (as 
majestically as one of his plump build 
can stalk) across the porch and away. 
But it is doubtful if Mrs. Major heard 
or noted him, for with a relieved little 
exclamation she was hurrying down the 








steps, her eyes upon a figure entering 


jm gate beyond. 
THE READY WRITER. 

She—So he’s a writer. Has he ever 

written anything to make the world hap- 


9? 


pier or better? 


: He ‘Well, he’s written over five] — 
*) hundred thousand dollars’ worth of life 
Phila- 


insurance within the last year.’’ 
Iphia Bulletin, 





Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup the 
best remedy for their children, 25e. a bottle, 


CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 

Uncle Hph (reading newspapers) 
i**By gum! They must be queer people 
|}down in New York!’’ 

Aunt Huldah ‘*Why, pa?’’ 

Unele Eph ‘it says here that they 
|have just put a feller in jail for water- 

ing his stock !’’—-Scranton Tribune. 








Brown Your Hair 


“You'd never think I stained my hair, after I | 
use Mrs. Potter's Walnut-Juice Hair Stain. The 
Stain doesn’t hurt the hair as dyes do, but makes it 
grow out fluffy.” 





Send for a Trial Package. 


o kee Vou a few minutes once a month to apply 
Mi Potter's Walnut-Juice Hair Stain with your comb 
tains only the hair, doesn’t rub off, contains no poison- 
use rocopper Has no oder, no sedi 
ment, mo wremse Ome bottle of Mra. Potter's Walnut 
Juice Hair Stain should last you a year, Sells for $1.00 
thea riugyist We guarantee satisfac 
TT) ‘ seon a slipof paper, with 
thi wivertisoment, and cnelose Zo cents (stamps or coin) 
and we will oatl vou. charwes prepaid, a trial package, In 
sin, Sealed Wrapper, with valuable bee 
ie Supply Co,, 708 Groton Building 

























Good beer possesses invaluable 
nourishing and tonic properties, and 
there is an absence of all but a 
small percentage of alcohol. 


Remember 
TheTriangular Label 
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ABSOLUTELY 
EXCLUSIVE 






“é STYLE 
BA ADAPTED 
TO THE 
puré SMALL 
Lin Pe) KNOT TIE 
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Hano W™ VER 


FROM THIS TIME ON. 


The only difference will be that it will 
'cost money to hear Mr. Bryan speak, 


Bath (Me.) Times. 





q Good teeth deserve and demand con- 
stant care. Dentacura Tooth Paste, by de- 
stroying harmfui bacteria in the mouth, min- 
imizes the causes of decay and prevents 
tooth troubles. Fer sale at all toilet counters. 
Sample and literature free. 


DENTACURA CO., 202 Alling St., Newark, N. J. 


XMAS Dig MONdS credit 





ive a“ loved one 





Old Reliable. Original Diamond 
OF TIS and Watch Credit House. 
6205.8 CO. 


wt. P- 40 , 92 State St., Chicago, II. 





Cy the Loftis System is a great convenience. It enables you to make beautifa!l and valu- 
For Christmas Presents abie gifts without the outlay of much ready money, A small cash payment, and you 
cang . * your choice of the finest diamonds, watches and other articles of high grade jeweiry. 
MAKE YVOUR SELECTIONS NOW from ourXmas catalog. 
We will send them, with all express charges oe for your in- 
spection. 
in Bequal mouthly payments. Write for Xmas Catalogue Today, 








If you like them, pay one4ifth on delivery ; balance 














How Thin People 
Can Get Fat, Free. 


Startling Effect of New Discovery 
Which Puts Flesh on Thin People, 
Increases Weight and Per- 
fects the Figure. 


Prove It by Sending Coupon Below for a 
50c. Package, Free. 


A remarkable, scientific treatment been found 
which increases the weight of scrawr hint 
ple, puts flesh on thom ho have been thin f a 
whether from disease or from natural tender ' 
those who by heavy cating, dieting or other method 
have in vain tried to get fat: on thoee who feel well 
but can't get fat, and on thor he don't feel well 
and stay thin. The new treatment, called Protone, 





Protone, the Remarkable Tissue Builder, 
Bullds Up Cases Like This in 
Remarkably Quick Time. 


cell 


milation of food, 


is a powerful inducer of nutrition, increas 


growth, makes perfect the a in 


creases the number of red blood-corpusecles, and asa 
necessary result builds up muscle and solid, healt! 
flesh, and rounds out the figure. 

For women who can never appear stylish with any 
thing they wear because of their thinness, this re 
markable discovery solves the problem, An addition 
even of 10 or 20 pounds of flesh, towether with rudd 
cheeks, works wonders in personal appearance A 
a beauty maker for the tiure, it probably cannot be 


wal, 
markable effect 


It will cost 
of thi 
kind of foul is neces ary 
te the mest 


TEM) Preetconne 


surpa you nothing to prove the re 


trentient No dieting: o1 
eating of particular 
The treatment is absolutel 
delicate system, The Protone Cor 
Bidg., Detroit, Mich., 


name and addre 


Y bon-imjurtou 
npan 
end toanyone who send 


Protone 


will 


sa free packapgre of 


(with full instructions) to prove that it does the 
work. They will also sem! you their book on “Why 
You Are Thin,” free of charve, giving facts which 


astonish you ml coupon below to 


will probably 


day with your name and addre 





FREE PROTONE COUPON. 
The Proteome ¢ par Prot I 
Narn 
Street 
City Stat« 











COINS, STAMPS, ETC. 
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The Mouse and the Meter. 


(Continued) 


the clock work. This should not be. 
While I am anxious to pay for all 
the meter cares to put upon me, acting 
from the inherent instincts that per- 
meate the average meter, Ull be hanged 
if Iém poing to lose my home through 
the unfortunate predicament of a ro 
dent. L imagine it crept in through the 
pipe. I think it invaded the meter last 


when my wife observed all three 
about at one time. 


month, 
dials whirling madly 
We that the mouse’s début cost 
us dollars the first day. Since 
trained down to real work, 
all former records. 
the wheel excessive 


figrure 
even 
it has 
and hourly 
Probably it 


then 
breaks 
turns 


ly in seeking to escape. It is not only 
tough on me and on the mouse, but, con 
found it! it’s wearing out the meter. 
Please attend to this at once, 


Very truly, 
WiLLiAM SINGMORE. 


April 19th, 1907. 
WILLIAM SINGMORE, Esy., 
Dear sir What you suggest, in re 
meter No. 1,118,167, is impossible. 
Mouse could not get into meter, as it i 


and yas would surely kill it. 
Very truly, 
BLANK GAs CoMPANY. 


M. A. 


air-tight, 


Die. D. 
April 

BLANK GAS CoMPANY, 
Meter Department. 
To the manager In reply to your ob 
servation of the 19th, would say I know 
there’s a mouse in my meter. Whether 
or not the rodent could live in that en- 
vironment has always been a moot point 
with until I this demon 
stration. Iecan see now that the gas in 
the contraption is sufficient only to ex- 
hilarate the poor thing. Humanity and 
American progress demand its release. 
It worked the wheels for two dollars 


rd, 


107, 


me, enjoyed 


this morning. My wife believes there 
is a pair of the unfortunate creatures, 
and that they work in relays. If the 
meter is not taken out instanter, I shall 
notify the Humane Society. You have 
no right to torture the dumb. If you 
want to kill the mouse, do it like men. 


Very truly, 
WILLIAM SINGMORE. 
a long statement of 
facts drawn up for the press. Shall 
hold it two days. In conjunction to giv 
shall begin legal proceedings 
against president and oflicers of your 
to compel the liberation of 
W. S. 
April 22d, 1907, 
WiLLiAM SiInGMoRE, Esgq., 
My dear sir—We are sending a man 
to change your meter, per request, 
Very truly, 
BLANK Gas CoMPANyY. 
Per the manager. 


Pr. S. I have 


ing’ it out, 


company, 


the mouse, 


To half a erape fruit add a teaspoonful of Abbott’ 
Hitters, and sugar to suit the tat It’s the ideal 
way to serve this delicious fruit 


A woman can remember pre ey nt 
aman paid her years after sbe has for- 
gotten his name, 


Motion Pictures 
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Cur Free Booklet, **Shots,’’ tells the whole 
a postal—it will 


Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver 


|. rim-fire or 32 
3 cal, Center- 


ength barre lor r bl 


(,oods dealers e 
Look tor the ow 


“REVOLVER 


is not a revolver for you to make tempo- 
rarily safe by throwing on oroff some 









y Automatic 













button or lever, but a revolver that 
we have made permanently and autlo- 
matically safe by the patented exclu- 
sive Iver Johnson construction, 


be mailed free with vur full catalogue. 





story. Send your name on \ 


Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver 





Richly nickeled, 32 calibre center- fire, 3-in 
- $6 barrei; or 35 calibre center-tire, 3'g-inch ‘$7 | 
barrel. ° ° | 


ued finish at sli ight extra cos t. 
verywhere, or sent prepaid on receipt of price if 
I’s head on the grip and our name on the barrel, 


IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 153 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass. 


Dan Francisco: 


: Richly nq ee i 
{ | cal, center-tire, 3-in, bbl.: 
t fire, 3*4-in. bbl ° 
bxtra 
Sold bv hardware and Sporting 
| dealer will not supply 
New York: 
; > 
i 


o Chambers Street 
Phi. B, Bekeart Co., 747 Market Street 


“Champion’ Single 


nt 
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ia 


arreland lug torg 
one piece uf 


Hamourg, Germany: Pickhuben 4 


Barrel Shotgun, $6.00 
itrom 
lid steel, 
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ECURED 19 cases 
Bridgeport Monongahela Pure Rye 


celebrated 





Whiskey bottled in bond, nearly 
eight years old--pure, palatable, per- 
Makes a splendid present. Send 
$20 for case of 12 full quarts (plain case 
if desired) f. o. b. distillery. 

W. E. PALMER, 


fect. 


SouTH BROWNSVILLE, PA. 




























Chicag 


», Kansas City, New ¥ 


AVELING 
Cy. Tes 


From $1,000 to $10,000 a year and 
expenses. If you want to enter the easi- 
est, best pald profession in the world, our 
free catalogue “A Knight of theGrip” will 
show youhow,. We place hundreds ofour 
graduates in good positions with the best 
firms all over the United States and Can- 
ada. Write (or call) for particulars today. Address 

Dept. 1x7 National Salesman's Training Association 


rk, Minneapolis, San Francisco. 


Write nearest office 



















A ‘WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST? 





N = 


Wizard Repeating (gamed 


and upwards, in 
courses of Perse 
respondence, 
successful teaching 
guaranteed competent workers, 
Art Rook, Free. 
SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1898.) 
Uallery Five Arts, battle Creek, Mich — 








’ Our ———— sare ease bow —_ Salaried 
EARN $25 10 3100 PER WEEK 
$ltene ym bine O cor 


are complete, practical. 


‘LIQUID PISTOL 


WIll stop the most vicious deg (of 
ran) witheut permanent tnjary. 
lerfeetly safe to carry without 


ger 
ag the tripe 


artridges required 
lenlers, or by mail, S0c. 
Mor ey-order or U. S. stamps. 


With Pistol, 55c. 


of leakage 


Fires ind recharges by 
meh ety ingttic 
‘Ow r 6 shots in one le ading, 


Rubber-covered Holster, 10c. 


Expert instructors. 
Write for Handsome 
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vur 


leven years’ 
Positions 





Nickel-platc 
5 ina. 






No 
A‘ 


No coins. 


PARKER, STEARNS 6 (0., 230 South St, Dept.F, New York. 


Finest From 
Frins Isle 









It Has the 
True Flavor 
If you get Comber Irish 
Whiskey you get a "treat," 







even if you pay for it. 
Sold Everywhere 
THE WAL DORE-ASTORES 
IMPORTATION COMPANY 





New Vork Chieage 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 24, and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warel house, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ATT. KINDS or PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
ROMEIKE’ Press Cutting Bureau will send you 

all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
1H) notice Henry Romeike, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 
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For Liquor and 
Drug Using 


been skillfully 


medi al 


A scientific remedy which has 
administered by 


28 


and successfully 


specialists for the past years. 


At the following Keeley Institutes : 


huff \ ! a 
Miel Wh ‘i ains, N.Y i Fifth Av 
~ \ 1, Ore i det KI 
Hee "t wielphia, Pa t t.. Canada 
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66 O those that we love, and to those that love 
us—and to those that love those that we love, Ga 
And to those that love those that love us.” ia 


For the Christmas Toast WS.e/ 


Club Cocktails 


a mixed-to-measure blend of fine 
old liquors aged to delicious mel- 
lowness. CLUB COCKTAILS are 
a bottled delight, the only perfect 
cocktails. | No mixed-by-guess- 
work cocktail ever made can du- 
plicate their even exquisite flavor. # 















Atall dealers. Martini (gin base) and Man- X 
a hattan (whiskey base) are universal favorites. 
or 
tails . 
gs | ) , GLP Heublein&Bro, 


(Sole Proprietors) 





HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 
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CheWorlds Best > 
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A Yuletide Necessity 


Includes UNDERBERG Bitters, the delicious Cordial-tonic, 
which makes all days like holidays, and doubles holiday pleasures. 
It adds jollity to joy, and good humor becomes contagious. Gives 
an appetite for every meal, with good digestion to follow. 
UNDERBERG Bitters rests you while you work, and is good 
for everybody at all times. 


ENJOYABLE AS A COCKTAIL AND BETTER FOR YOU 


Over 7,000,000 Bottles Imported to the United States 


At all Hotels, Clubs and Restaurants, or by the bottle at Wine Merchants and Grocers. Aasl for UNDERBERG, Booklet free 


Bottled only by H. Underberg Albrecht, Rheinberg, Germany. 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 204 WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK, SOLE AGENTS 





No Stropping 
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Give Him a Gillette 


Safety Razor for Christmas 


HE will use it, never 
fear! And thank 
you from. his heart 
every time he shaves. 
Over two miltiton 
men are using the 
Gillette ---any one of 
them will tell you he 
would not be without 
it for ten times its 
cost. 
Shaving in the old way is the bane of 
a man’s life. It means time wasted at the 
barber-shop --- or tedious stropping and 
scraping with the old-fashioned razor, with 


the certainty of cuts and scratches if he is 


nervous or in a hurry. Besides, as you 


New York 
limes Building 


GILLETTE SALES CO. 
263 Kimball Building, Boston 


know, he is not always shaved when he 
ought to be. 

The Gillette makes shaving easy. Takes 
only five minutes for a smooth, satisfying 
shave, no matter how rough the beard or 
tender the skin. 

Any man 
It is the one razor that is safe 


No stropping, no honing. 
can use tt. 
--- cannot cut his face---and it is the only 
razor that can be adjusted for a light or a 
close shave. 

A man is conservative. He takes to the 
Gillette like a duck to water once he gets 
acquainted --- but, as with other improve- 
ments, it sometimes takes a woman to lead 
him to it. 

The Gillette makes a beautiful gift, 
with its triple silver-plated handle, in velvet 
lined, full leather case. 

Standard set, as illustrated above, $5.00. 

Combination sets, $6.50 to $50.00. 

Send for illustrated booklet to-day. 

The Gillette is on sale at all leading 
jewelry, drug, cutlery, hardware and sport 
ing woods stores. lf your dealer) cannot 


supply vou write to us, 


Chicago 
Stock Exchange Building 


Factories: Boston, London, Berlin, Paris, Montreal 
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